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HIS CURVY CASTAWAY OBSESSION 


Michael 


Seeing her from across the street, I damn near get myself 
run over trying to get closer. 


To convince myself she’s real. 


She’s real alright, and so are those curves. I end up 
pressing more than my face against the glass as I watch 
her, wanting her. 


Needing to claim her. 


What could such a gorgeous, curvy younger woman see in 
an older man like me? Muscles and money? I’ve never gone 
for girls like that. 


But I want a real woman. A man who knows what he wants 
needs something worth having. 


Worth keeping. 


Forever. 


Zoe 


Two weeks wages for a day’s waitressing? Sign me up. It’s 
on a what now? 


Ah...the catch. It’s on a yacht. 


Bikinis and bimbos, that’s my first thought. Until I see him. 
Until I see the effect I have on him. 


Until I forget how to waitress and decide all this pent up 
innocence of mine should really be going overboard, where 


it belongs. 


*His Curvy Castaway Obsession is an insta-everything 
standalone instalove romance with a HEA, no cheating, 
and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


CHAPTER ONE 


So 


“Its double a week’s wages, that’s why! If he hadn’t asked 
for you specifically I’d be doing it myself. D’ya want the job 
or not?” 


Ranka, is my temp agency boss, where I got my waitressing 
job from. If she had hooves and a trident she could 
moonlight as something else, but I know she’s right. 


Two week’s pay for a day’s work? Friggin’ jackpot. 


“But it’s on a boat...” I whine, wincing as I hear how 
pathetic I sound, panicked by the thought they might want 
me to wear a swimsuit, or worse. 


“You’d better haul ass if you wanna do it, he said he’d be 
making sure I sent you... said he saw you someplace and 
knew you'd be the perfect fit, whatever that means... paid 
in advance so who cares? Now get goin’ kid or you'll be 
late.” 


My hands shake as I sign off on the job, contracting myself 
for labor and waiving my right to sue satanic Ranka should 


anything go wrong, which I hope it doesn’t. 


I groan as I notice the harbor address, its miles away and 
parking will be a bitch, but hey. I just hit pay dirt. I might 
even Uber it now I’m in the money. 


Hurrying to get away, I turn quickly and walk straight into 
someone. 


I can smell him before I look up, which feels like three 
stories up, the man’s huge. 


He smells like the perfect male who’s been cast from luxury 
soap in the woods. I’m trying to open my mouth to 
apologize, but all I can do is breathe him in. 


I’m no featherweight, but this guy must be at least three of 
me except he’s pure muscle. I notice both my hands 
pressed against his blue polo shirt, instinctively clutching 
his rock hard chest and I resist the urge to pull them away, 
gasping. 


My neck cranes up and I see the deepest, darkest eyes set 
into Michelangelo’s David, hewn from man flesh staring 
straight back at me. His smile, like his eyes, are bright and 
fresh but with a deep, mysterious vibe behind them. 


His eyes are almost sad until they narrow in time with the 
low growling sound coming from someplace deep inside 
that thick chest. 


“Its a yacht, not a boat,” his deep voice assures me, the 
corner of his lightly stubbled lip turning up into a 
challengingly friendly grin and I feel one of his huge hands 
covering mine, pressing it right into his heart. 


If I were a boat, I’ve just sprung a leak. Something about 
that amazing smell, OMG height and solid muscle first thing 
in the morning has me wishing I’d packed myself with 


gauze before leaving home, but who counts on literally 
bumping into god’s gift when leaving for work in the 
morning? 


I can feel myself saying something, most likely something 
stupid, but I can’t hear it over the rush of blood in my ears, 
the pounding in my chest and the certainty that I’ve just 
wet my panties. 


“Pm Michael,” he says, his voice like spiced honey as he 
takes my hand into his, making it a formal handshake, 
breaking up what must be a frightening scene for Ranka, 
my boss. 


“I see you’ve met, Zoe,” she says apologetically, Michael 
only growls again and still holding my hand, he takes a step 
back, appraising me with satisfaction, making me flush a 
deeper shade of red than the one my body’s manufactured 
from the pleasure of his touch. 


“Zoe.” He says with finality, as if it’s a stone rolling over a 
cave to seal my fate. 


“You'll come with me then, I was just passing, thought I’d 
give you a lift?” 


I notice the look he shoots Ranka, like they have a shared 
secret of some sort, but I figure it’s about money, so I don’t 
say a word. 


“Sure!” I squeak, forgetting how to waitress altogether 
before we even get to the door. 


“Its just a small, informal gathering for some of Mr. 
Parker’s investors. A bit tedious, but mainly drinks with a 
selection of hot canapés, lunch will be on the island and 
then home again. You should be back by evening...” 


He’s holding the door open for me and I miss whatever 
Ranka’s saying behind us. But this Michael cloud I’m 
floating on, I want this to last as long as physically possible. 


“You'll be there?” is all I can manage, already struck with 
fear that he might not be coming, or worse, that he has a 
date. A girlfriend... a wife. 


Oh my god, I knew it... 


I feel myself deflating by the second, I even shudder of 
emotion as tears threaten to ruin everything before we’ve 
even left the building properly. 


“Oh, TIl be there. Have to be.” He assures me, “And it’s just 
me. You and me.” He adds, as if reading my mind, lifting my 
heart right back where it should be with one sentence, with 
one look. 


I jump as I feel his hand on the small of my back, and he 
leans in a little closer, guiding me with gentle force towards 
a red pick-up. 


“Pll have my eye on you the whole time. You’ll do great, 
you're just perfect...” 


He helps me up into his truck and I watch in the rear view 
mirror as he walks around back to get in on his side. His 
fine ass is like granite, showing through his white chino 
shorts, his tanned calves flexing with each step. I have to let 
out a sound, before he gets in the truck. Somehow relieving 
a tiny bit of the immense pressure that’s built up deep 
inside me. If I don’t do something, I’m not sure what will 
happen, it feels like I’m about to burst just being near the 
man 


Whoever he is. 


I forgot to even ask what he does. 


If you’re a psycho killer, posing as a yacht event planner 
please have your way with me first... 


Several times. 


CHAPTER TWO 


M ichael 


It’s risky, but I can’t. I won’t. 


There’s no way I’m gonna leave her alone. Too many things 
could go wrong. That’s what I tell myself. 


In truth, I can’t stand to have her out of my sight. Not for 
one minute. If anybody else got near her, if they even tried 
to... No. I can’t think like that. It’s easier to just arrange to 
have her with me from now on. 


Always. 
Forever. 


Since I saw her I knew I had to have her. Not just meet her, 
dinner and drinks, fuck that shit. Anybody could do that. 
Everybody does that, it’s why they’re all so miserable. 


No. 


She’s the one. I can just tell, before I even know her name 
or anything about her. Her body tells my body, in a very 
direct and powerful way that she’s the one. 


And she hasn’t even met me yet. 


I watch through the window of the agency as she moves 
from one foot to the next, her feet must be tired, aching. 
Like I’m aching inside and out, for her now. 


I noticed her from across the street walking in and I 
literally walked in front of traffic, following the perfect 
shape of her heart shaped ass, watching it hug and squeeze 
itself through the white fabric of her dress, all the way 
across the road. 


She tosses her golden hair back after letting it down while 
she chats to her boss and it feels like the reigns holding a 
hundred stallions inside me have been let loose when she 
does. I want her to lash my body with that hair as I grip her 
tight. 


I growl watching her through the glass as I press a finger to 
her shape through it, fighting the urge to march right in, 
throw her over my shoulder and just take her home. 


Her new home, our home. But I have to wait. 
I need a way to get her to me... an easier way. 


The Parker investment cruise just got brought forward. 
Hell, those rich assholes will fall over themselves to have an 
exclusive with the legendary recluse. A once only, time 
sensitive mystery themed cruise with dinner on the island 
they’re paying for is just the kind of crap they lap up with 
their silver spoons. 


I make a mental note to have the invites sent, grateful for 
the jacket I’m carrying too, as I notice quickly that it’s not 
just my mind and eyes that are excited by the sight of her. 


Those hips, moving in time as she sways her whole body 
when she talks, the heaving of her heavy chest as she 


laughs at something I can’t hear. It’s given me a hardness 
I’ve never felt before, but more than that, it’s made up my 
mind that I have to have her, whatever it takes. 


I moan again as I see the flash of her blue eyes, reflecting 
the seemingly dim light from inside the drab temp agency. 
She lights up everything when she moves. The room is 
brighter and the colors in it richer, just from her being 
there. 


Blue eyes and blond hair. And a full figure for once. A 
woman I could actually see myself grabbing onto without 
feeling like a bag of bones. My breath catches, and I 
shudder just taking her in, having to remind myself I’m in 
public. An arrest for indecent exposure won’t help, and I 
know pleasuring myself won’t either. 


It has to be her touching me, not myself. Her sweet mouth, 
those smooth, plump hands pumping me to attention, right 
before I thrust it all so deep inside her she won’t have any 
choice but to gush her essence over my thick rod while I fill 
her full of my seed. 


Ah Christ, what am I thinking? This aching cock of mine. I 
haven't felt like this in probably twenty years... probably 
how old she is too... 


She’s about to leave, and even though it goes against my 
instincts, I have to let her go, for now. 


I wince as I watch her leave, walking alone down the street, 
that fine ass and hip waving goodbye, her skirt pleats 
winking at me as she walks, but I vow to them for my own 
soon. 


To claim all of her as my own, very soon. 


Her boss, Ranka is more than happy to assist once she 
hears my urgent requirement for a hostess on a yacht for 


the following day. Happier still when I unfold cash bills 
instead of the platinum Amex underneath them. 


I don’t even count it, but I know it should be enough to get 
her to me. It’s all I need, just a few hours and I can take it 
from there. 


“You want Zoe?” her boss asked in disbelief, as if I’d just 
asked if I could unpack the crap sandwich I’d brought with 
me for dinner and eat it on her countertop. 


“Tt has to be her, the girl who just left,” I demand, then start 
to put my money away once she starts listing a dozen 
reasons I could have... should have someone better. 


“Alright, alright!” she concedes, almost offended, realizing 
I’m walking if she doesn’t book me Zoe for the following 
morning. I’ll follow her myself if need be, give her all the 
money I have, whatever it takes. I must have her come 
spend the day with me. 


“She’s not married? Boyfriend?” I ask, surprising myself 
with my tone. I feel bad for him if there is one. 


“Her? Pffft! She’s single alright... You sure you’re on the 
level, buddy? I mean I’m sure you could do much better 
than her, plus this is a job agency, you do know that, right? 
No funny business.” 


I slide Ranka, her boss over my card and watch her eyes go 
up as she fans herself with it, scratch the details on the 
back of another and toss the money on the counter, plus a 
little more for good measure. 


“Un-funny enough for ya?” I ask, and growl to myself as I 
turn to leave, counting the minutes until Zoe’s better life 
can start. 


Shit! 


I still need to follow her. I can’t lose sight of her now. 
Zoe. 


I have a word for the feeling now, and it’s my new mantra, 
thumping in my brain, along with my heart and my new all- 
day hard on. 


Only to make sure she gets home safe. The thought of her 
alone in this world now, without me, it’s unthinkable. 


“TIl check to make sure it’s her you send...” I caution her 
boss before letting the door close, knowing full well I’ll do 
more than just check. 


I almost lose her a couple of times, but once I get my truck, 
following her home is easy, she lives just a few blocks away. 


Almost right away, after about an hour anyway. I can tell 
Zoe doesn’t go out. Once the sun goes down, there’s the 
dim light of her TV until ten, then it's lights out. 


I grind my jaw, sitting in the dark, looking up at the black 
square of her window that feels like the only thing keeping 
her from me. I should go home, but why? 


There’s only one thing in the world I want now, and I’m not 
letting her out of my sight for another minute. 


God help anything who tries to get in my way too, I have a 
history, a reputation even, for being a man who knows what 
he wants. 


I spend the early part of my night sending out those 
exclusive invites via email and text message. Some of the 
wealthiest people in the state, and they all reply within ten 
minutes. 


No matter how much they’ve invested of other people’s 
money into Parker’s projects, the slightest hint that they 


might be going someplace he could actually turn up, 
especially his famed yacht... they’re like moths to a flame. 


The cruise is fully booked in minutes and I have the 
catering, captain and other necessary planning all stitched 
up before I settle in for the rest of the night. 


Just one more night, Zoe... and I swear, you'll never be 
alone again. I promise. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


7 ox 


I try to keep my deep breaths quiet, but within a few 
moments from pulling away, Michael glances over. 
Concerned. 


“Everything alright?” and I register he seems just as 
nervous as I am, but his isn’t nerves, his is more like... I 
dunno... like a hunter or something, someone stalking prey 
and waiting for the right moment. 


Anticipation. That’s what it is. 
I figure he has a lot on his mind being the... 


“What is it you do?” I hear myself ask, regretting it straight 
away, and rolling my eyes at how rude I sound. 


“I don’t mean... I just...” I decide to stay quiet, pushing 
myself further back into the bench seat, almost wishing it 
would swallow me up. 


Wishing I could have the confidence to say sorry, wishing 
we were more than just two people on the way to some 
stupid yacht function for the day. 


Michael frowns a smile, and I notice his clenched grip on 
the wheel easing up a little, he even laughs softly to himself 
as he studies my look in the mirror. 


“I’m a bit of everything, I guess. Today I’m roustabout for 
‘Mr. Parker’s executive investor party” he says in a feigned 
dramatic tone, rolling his own eyes at the end, making me 
feel better straight away. 


“The real question is, what do you do? When you're not 
doing this...waitressing, I mean...” he asks. 


It’s worse than being asked to wear a swimsuit, which, I 
remind myself, I have to make sure isn’t part of the deal. It 
takes me three seconds to realize, remember really, that I 
have no life. I don’t do anything. 


I did start college, but that ended like so many other 
things... 


“T was in college,” I offer, sounding hopeful, like it might 
end his line of inquiry, but his brows go up, his eyes dart to 
mine in the mirror. He gives me a very clear ‘more 
information please’ look. 


I take a shaky breath in, shifting in my seat, hoping like hell 
this guy can’t pick up on how wet I am. I hope I don’t leave 
a patch on his seat. It’s not nerves, I decide after almost 
crying out loud once my thighs press my pussy lips together 
as I shift. 


I’m about to explode, right here in this damned truck and 
he wants me to talk myself up? 


The low growling sound he made before is back. Combined 
with the deep throb of the truck’s motor, I have trouble 
focusing on not climaxing let alone maintaining a 
conversation, but Michael’s not bothered. Far from it. 


He seems to relish my predicament. 


“I started finance...” I manage, letting out a short but 
obvious sound of my own arousal as we hit a pothole. 


Michael’s growl deepens and I notice I’m not the only one in 
the truck who’s feeling the excitement between us. It’s 
unmistakable. 


I’ve never seen a guy’s... well. I’ve never even actually... It’s 
enough to say that I’ve flown a solo career so far in my life. 
And when it comes to sex, or anything like that, I only know 
what I’ve read in books. 


The sight of Michael, being so close to him in the truck and 
then catching the first sight of his unmistakable bulge, that 
thickness straining against the thin fabric of his chinos as 
he gets to full hardness, getting off on me watching him. It 
makes my eyes widen and I gasp aloud. I can’t help it. 


I decide right on the spot, that I’m perfectly incapable of 
doing anything now, other than staring and gushing 
moisture from myself. 


I’ll probably get fired before I even start, but this is as close 
to a fantasy as I’ve ever got, so it’s gotta be worth it, just for 
the sight of his rock hard cock, inches away from me. 


My own thin white shirt suddenly feels strained at the front 
and I notice Michael’s eyes moving to my chest, making me 
flush harder as I see them flash wider, keener at the sight of 
my own stiffening nipples which ache terribly all of a 
sudden. I wonder if his cock feels the same, like a pleasant 
ache that just wants to be rubbed all better. 


His nostrils flare and I can tell he’s smelling me, he smiles 
with satisfaction and then stifles a laugh as I scramble to 
wind the window down. 


One of us needs some air anyway, and I’ll just die if I have a 
smelly pussy. 


“T think you look nice today...” he says tactfully, changing 
the subject, relaxing some more and letting his own legs 
open up as he leans back some. His cock is fully erect now, 
and my only instinct is to reach out and touch it, but I 
remind myself where I am, what today is really all about. 


Maybe he just has a really big crease in his shorts? 


I squeeze myself together again, feeling a definite bead of 
moisture escaping me as I try to focus, force myself to focus 
on the day ahead. 


“So, how many guests in total?” I ask, making him frown as 
his hand travels down to his crotch, he wraps a hand fully 
around it, squeezing himself, making the bulge thicker. I 
can even see the darkness of the huge round tip through 
his shorts. 


Anyone else, I’d be leaping out of the truck at the first 
chance. With Michael, it feels like something, or someone 
up there has finally answered all my prayers. All those 
lonely nights, tears I cried for not being something I can 
never be. And here he is... right next to me, practically 
taking his thing out. 


“You see what you do to me Zoe?” he asks, and laughs to 
himself before scanning me one more time and growling 
again. 


He sits himself up, shakes his head a little and opens his 
window too. 


“You’re right... we do have work to do. Maybe later, you 
could give me a hand with something?” he asks, a sly grin 
and a wink coming from him as his eyes go down to his lap 
for a second. 


I hear myself purring, pumping my head so fast it feels like 
it'll fall off. I bite my lip, aching for him inside me now, 
aching to touch him down there, touch him all over. 


And just as suddenly as all this started, he’s all business 
again. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


M ichael 


I must be nuts. If I’m not careful I’m gonna scare her away, 
but don’t try and tell me she’s not interested. I know the 
look, and when she starts eyeballing my crotch, well. It’s 
like running a flag up a god damned pole, especially with 
her sitting right there, looking right at me, all steamed up 
herself. 


Dammit! 


I need a fucking yacht party like I need a hole in the head. I 
shoulda just gone to her last night. I know it’s meant to be 
between us, and the signs I was getting from her body, 
without even meeting her? They’re off the charts now, I 
don’t think we’ll get anything done today, because there’s 
only one thing that needs doing. And she’s sitting right next 
to me. 


I shake my head in disbelief, what luck. What fantastic luck 
I’ve had in meeting her like this. I’ve never been one to be 
so forward, but when she starts to practically come in her 
panties and I’m about to nut, just from driving a few blocks 


together, we both know there’s some serious chemistry 
going on and I even just grabbed a hold of myself and told 
her point blank what she’s doing to me. 


But needs must wait, and she has to earn her day’s keep, 
and I have to get things ready on the yacht. 


I think it’s safe to say that Zoe and I will be getting to know 
each other a lot better, but what if I am being too forward? 


What if she just doesn’t go for older guys? 


Maybe she does have a boyfriend old Ranka the tank 
doesn’t know about. 


I feel a cold chill come over me suddenly, all the what ifs 
start to threaten the magic feeling I have, and I wonder if 
she’s not just flushed from embarrassment? 


Going all in, I think fuck it. I ask her if she can give me a 
hand, after work. And seeing her head nod like that, if I 
don’t damn near blow in my shorts just from thinking about 
it. 

It’s gonna be a helluva long day, I can just tell. But in the 
best way possible. With Zoe in my sight all day, my only 
problem’s gonna be covering this damned hard on. 


“So... what else is it you do, when you’re not over-exciting 
the waiting staff?” she asks, and we both share a laugh. 


“Ummm... Security.” I tell her. And wonder if security can 
wear an apron or something, maybe the folded jacket thing 
will have to be an all-day look for me today? 


Her eyes run over the interior of the truck, then up my legs 
to the clenching muscles in my arms as I try to navigate 
traffic, take her all in and still look like I know what I’m 
doing. 


“What?” I ask her, registering her uncertain look. She’s just 
about to say something when her cell rings. 


I can see the name Ranka on the screen and figure she’ll 
have to take it, and she does. 


I focus on the traffic, which is light for first thing, but not 
too many are heading to the pier on a weekday. I never 
listen in on other people’s calls, but with Zoe so close, and 
Ranks being far from a low talker, I get the gist of what 
she’s being told about. 


Me. 


I overhear the name Parker, which is the only thing that 
draws a reaction from me, she holds her hand over the 
receiver long enough to ask about uniforms being supplied, 
and I nod but then she says very little to Ranka before 
hanging up. Her long silence and distant stare out the 
window makes my chest ache. I can feel she’s upset about 
something and hope to hell it isn’t me. 


“What’s up?” I ask her gently, making her jump as I touch 
her arm with my hand, giving her just a little squeeze of 
reassurance. 


“I know we just met, but if there’s something wrong...?” 


I trail off, not expecting her to face me with the silver of 
tears clouding those beautiful blue eyes. 


“Tt’s nothing.” she says, sniffing back her feelings and 
faking a smile that only a waitress of experience can do 
well, which she sucks at by the way. 


Waitress, maybe. Oscar winning performance for most 
convincing I’m alright? Nope. 


I feel like I’ve been stabbed, I want to pull over but figure 
rl see if she’ll even talk first. 


“Look, if it’s something I said or what I did before...” I begin 
suddenly, my mind flooded with mild panic, my chest 
though, damn if it doesn’t hurt me to see her hurting like 
this. 


“Its not you,” she smiles feebly. “I just didn’t realize that 
Mr. Parker was the Mr. Parker. Like Parker Global, Parker?” 


“Oh...” I murmur. “Is that a bad thing?” 


“Just something happened to my dad is all, a long time ago 
now, but it cleaned us out... cleaned my dad out, I mean.” 


There’s a red light coming up and I stop way before it, 
turning to her trying not to grab hold of her. 


“What do you mean, cleaned him out?” I ask her forcefully, 
the thought of anyone wronging her, or even her dad, I 
guess... It makes me on the defensive straight away, like I’d 
like to meet the guy who... 


“Parker’s investment gurus. Probably like those on this 
yacht thing today, they took dad’s money. His retirement too 
and they invested it. Then they just sent him a letter one 
day saying sorry, you'll have to sell your house, your 
investments didn’t pan out like we thought.” 


I wince at the memory, there was a thing a few years back. 
Lots of people lost a lot of money through Parker Global’s 
affiliates. There was a class action, but a company that size? 
There was no compensation, just a drawn out court hearing 
and a few executives who saw early retirement and a lot of 
people who rented instead of paid their mortgage from 
then on. 


“Pm sorry to hear that,” I tell her, meaning it. I’ve known 
financial strife plenty of times, but I’ve never had the 
trauma of having a family or kids to add to it. 


“It’s alright,” she smiles, wiping the tears from her eyes and 
sniffling to herself almost cheerful again, “It’s not your 
problem.” 


And nobody ‘takes’ an investor’s money. I tell myself. 


But I also know that Parker is a dirty word for a lot of 
people, not just those whose investments soured. It’s a 
name shrouded in mystery, loads of fake news and just a 
hint of bullshit. The one thing everybody knows the name 
for is money. The name’s on half the damned buildings in 
the damned city, including the pier we’re headed towards. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


So 


I feel like I’ve blown my chances with Michael before I’ve 
even Started. 


Idiot! Bawling like that at the drop of a hat... 


He probably thinks I’m some kind of psycho by now, but he 
doesn’t say anything to let on. He looks a little more serious 
as we approach the pier, but I figure, like me, he has to 
start putting his work face on. 


I wonder if he does security in chinos and a polo shirt. 
Maybe that was his gun I saw before, maybe his nightstick? 
He can run it into me any time. 


Stop it, Zoe. Work face, remember? This is serious now, 
don’t fuck it up. 


Before Ranka called, I was going to comment on the salary 
of a security guard. By the looks of his truck, it must be 
right up there with the temp waitress/hostess rates. 
Although today’s job is the exception to that rule. 


All that money, for just a few hours work. There must be a 
catch. 


A whole day with Michael close by though? I’d do it for 
nothing, I know I would. In a heartbeat. 


As we approach the piers, at the wharf, I notice more gates 
and fences, until finally there’s full security at checkpoints 
and a huge shape which nearly blocks out the morning sun. 


Don’t tell me... It can’t be... 


“Here we are,” Michael says, peering over the dash of the 
truck, looking up at the sky and murmuring something 
about the weather. 


“That’s not the Parker boat... is it?” I ask sheepishly. The 
thing isn’t parked at the pier, it has the pier all to itself, a 
secluded, very private looking pier with a covered walkway 
attached to a large building. A helicopter flies over, having 
just taken off from somewhere aboard the huge ship. 


“Tt’s called a yacht.” Michael sighs again, firmly. Giving me a 
stern look and then smiling, unable to contain his 
disapproval for my ignorance for very long. 


“Its a damned skyscraper!” I exclaim, but reason that it’s 
just a big boat in my mind, which is a good thing. I hate the 
water and had a horrible vision in my mind of a thin, narrow 
and flimsy boat to try and serve drinks and food on. 


“Tt’s a hundred and fifty feet, give or take.” Michael informs 
me, swinging his truck behind the building joined to the 
covered walkway. I shield my eyes from the sun as it breaks 
over the yacht, sleek, sexy and blue with lots of white. 
That’s all I can say to myself about it. 


“Nice...” I hear myself say, automatically thinking about 
everything that could go wrong, looking for lifeboats and 


wondering how many stairs I’ll have to be climbing all day. 


It’s a bad habit of mine, but I do tend to dwell on the worst 
case scenarios, even when faced with a day out on a multi- 
million dollar luxury boat. 


Yacht... 


“Perfect.” I hear Michael say, then turn to notice he’s 
looking at me, not the yacht which makes me blush again. 


“I want to see you a little more confident today, Zoe.” He 
says firmly. “I’m security, yeah. But I’m also the face of 
Parker Global today, and so are you...” 


“Sorry about before,” I say out of reflex, “All that about my 
dad and all.. I just... I dunno, you’re right, today’s all about 
Parker Global and keeping those guests fed and happy. I 
won't let you down,” I tell him and I mean it. At least, I’ll try 
not to. 


“Is there somewhere to change?” I ask, trying to look ready 
for work, but Michael doesn’t seem in a hurry, he sits 
opposite me on the bench seat, seeming to enjoy it with just 
us, which I do too, but after the speech he just made about 
work, I feel almost confused. 


“Yep. We can get changed. I have a monkey suit in there 
somewhere,” he says absently, his chin jutting towards the 
yacht. 


“T was just... planning my day. There’s a lot to do, but at the 
same time... not a lot to do.” 


He suddenly hops out of the truck and I try opening the 
door, which seems stuck. 


Michael comes over and lifts the door while I try the handle 
again, the whole truck moves up about a foot and I can see 
Michaels body exploding under his shirt. He smiles 


sheepishly, apologizing for the door as he helps me out of 
the truck. 


“It gets jammed sometimes... I don’t usually have a lot of 
passengers.” He says shyly, his huge arm bulging again as 
he helps me down with it. A true gentleman. 


I’m right back to useless again, with a fresh rise of 
dampness and my legs feel like jelly, but I’ve made it 
through worse shifts and by the time he shows me to a 
female change room, with racks of uniforms of all sizes and 
a choice of two colors, I breathe a little sigh of relief. 


Not a bathing suit to be seen. Thank fuck for that. 


“Pick something with white...” he calls out, his voice and 
footfalls disappearing far enough to give instructions to 
someone else as I hear a van or truck pulling up, so I 
choose the white on white top with a black skirt and white 
apron. 


There’s a standard looking headpiece, which I pin into my 
hair after putting it up into a tight bun. A few sober smears 
of powder from my make-up bag, a little lip gloss and I look 
perfectly ordinary. Which is why I love this work, I can 
blend in by being thoroughly un-exciting. 


A nobody. 


I feel safe knowing I’m in uniform, back at work. All my 
insecurities seem to vanish whenever I start. I’m always a 
bag of nerves just before a job, but once I’ve turned and 
dressed up, the rest is automatic. 


Except today. 
Today I have the world’s biggest distraction. 
Michael. 


What’s his surname? I forgot to ask... 


“You look... Beautiful...” he stammers, blocking my way as I 
leave the dressing room, his eyes running up and down my 
body, sending fresh shivers through me with each pass they 
make. 


I should feel selfconscious, embarrassed. But when Michael 
looks at me like this, when he compliments me, it’s so 
natural. I feel like it’s the only genuine compliment I’ve ever 
had. 


He holds his chin with his thumb and finger, deep in 
thought for a moment as he studies me. 


“We need more of you showing... but not too much.” He 
clips, and I gasp as he takes a sure step forward, his body 
an inch from mine in an instant. 


“May I?” he asks, his hand hovering near my neckline. 


I nod quickly, if only to stop another one of those weird 
sounds coming out of me. 


Undoing the top two buttons, he uses both his hands to 
straighten my blouse’s collar, gripping it tightly and then 
pulling me even closer making me squeak. 


I can feel his breath on mine, my lips quivering and my 
knees feeling like they’ll give out. 


He inhales deeply again, breathing me in and closing his 
eyes as his lips move slowly towards mine. 


He stops short, opening his eyes and making mine widen 
with a start. 


“You’re mine now, Zoe. Aren’t you? Tell me you’re mine.” 


“For today you mean, for the shift?” I ask, not wanting to 
believe he could mean it any other way. 


He leans in close again, so close I do make a sound. A tiny 
little mewing squeak of a sound as he lets his lower lip 
touch mine, only ever so gently. 


My reflex is to grab hold of him, to press myself into him, 
but he pulls himself back, shuddering a gasping breath of 
his own before he lets out another signature growl. 


“Mine...” he whispers hoarsely, and I notice his thickness all 
over again as he turns away suddenly making his way 
towards the yacht. 


“Come on!” he calls out over his shoulder, “rll show you 
around, we have a little time before guests start arriving.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


M ichael 


Doing these Parker functions, it’s always a drag and now I 
realize how maybe I should’ve thought of a better way to 
get Zoe alone. Being on a hundred and fifty foot luxury 
yacht with a dozen bazillionaires while she serves them 
their rich swill is hardly the best way to spend any real 
quality time with my girl. 


The caterer arrives just as she’s changing and I remember 
the hundred other things that need to be done. Normally 
I’d delegate. Normally I’d have an extra dozen staff. 


But I can’t have that many people around Zoe, not yet. I 
know waiting staff, they can be the bitchiest, most hurtful of 
the bunch. 


It’s bad enough throwing her into the arena with all those 
society boffins, but I know she’ll hold her own. I know she’ll 
make me proud. 


When I see her in that uniform, my dick shifts so hard it 
nearly tips me off balance. I want her so bad it hurts. 


I adjust her collar, looking for any excuse just to touch her, 
to be near to her. Before I know it, I’m moving in for a kiss. 


But it’s too soon for that. 
I have to wait. Otherwise it won’t be perfect. 


I can tell she doesn’t mind, but I want us to wait, we need to 
be alone and without interruptions, which are flying at me 
now as the catering crew and even other security all want a 
piece of me all in the same minute I try to even get us 
aboard to show Zoe around. 


I direct catering to the Galley they know the drill, been here 
before. I can leave them to work their magic. But everyone 
else I blow off, just for a while. I want to show Zoe around, 
making sure she knows where everything is and what she’ll 
need to do. 


J 


“Drinks are straightforward...” I hear myself droning, 
rambling off the score of things most staff never pay 
attention to let alone remember, but with Zoe, she’s 
hanging on my every word. Great for an event planner, but 
it’s making me feel like a prick for telling her what to do. 


She should be the one being waited on hand and foot, not 
the other way around. 


Just for one day, baby. I swear... I promise... 


“How many guests?” She asks, and I have to rethink if she’s 
asked me that already. I’m losing track of what I’m saying, 
finding it hard to focus. All I want to do is scoop her up, kick 
in one of these cabin doors and have my way with her, then 
sail off into the sunset with her staining my face with her 
sweet essence as I knead her plentiful ass with both my 
hands... 


“Wha...?” I ask, noticing my mouth hanging open as I catch 
myself staring at her chest... again 


“Oh! About a dozen... You'll be okay with that?” I ask, 
clearing my throat and noticing the familiar sound of at 
least one of them arriving already, I remind myself I have to 
change. 


Shawn, the captain, He’s a sport and he intercepts the first 
early bird guests, an ancient couple that I only invited 
because I know they’ll be no real trouble. She drinks the 
gin and he talks about boats. It’s that simple. 


“T can see why security wanted me just now...” I murmur. 


“T thought you were security?” Zoe asks, looking sidelong at 
me. 


“T am, but there’s a ton of behind the scenes guys. At the 
gates, even out on the water... Can you get those two set up 
with drinks, maybe some chit chat until I return?” 


“Sure,” Zoe says, and I watch her be received by the two 
elderly guests warmly. She’s a pro at her job, I can tell but it 
kills me to watch her doing anything like this for money. 


Shawn tips his hat to me before disappearing back towards 
the bridge stairs and glances at his watch, a subtle cue for 
me to hurry up and get ready. 


I might manage these sorts of events, but the Captain’s ship 
is still the Captain’s ship. He has his own timetable and his 
own shit to do, I guess. 


Making my way down the side of the yacht, I can see 
another couple of limos pulling up. 


Christ! Don’t they have breakfast? 


But I know the guests, the type of clientele too well. They’ll 
skimp on spending their own money, if they can get a free 
feed and more importantly, a free watering with primo 
booze, they’ll front up an hour or two early and pretend 
they read the invitation wrong. 


Secretly, I know they’re all hoping to catch a glimpse of the 
elusive Parker... 


As far as I know he won't be attending just yet. So I make 
my way to my own cabin on the yacht, swiping myself in 
with a keycard, groaning at the sight of it. I hate it. I don’t 
want to put it on. 


Damned suits. 


I grab a quick shower before changing, telling myself to 
relax, that there’s other people who can do things too, I 
don’t have to be everywhere keeping an eye on everything. 


But there’s only one thing I want to be keeping my eye on. 
Zoe. 


It’s hurting me not to be near her and leaving her like that, 
out there all alone. It feels wrong. 


I set the shower jet to cold, noting my pounding stiffness as 
I undress, a thick, clear bead of pre-come reminding me 
just how turned on I’ve been all morning, making me 
wonder if Zoe feels exactly the same way. 


I remind myself all over how futile pleasuring myself would 
be. It’s no use. I won’t feel satisfied until I’m all the way 
deep inside her. I won’t be happy until she’s riding my cock 
and screaming my name as I empty load after load into her. 


Claiming her properly. 


Making her mine. 


For good. 
Forever. 


Cold water and red hot thoughts don’t mix well, only 
making more steam and my hardness wins out. I feel hotter, 
more wound up than when I started, but a knock at the 
door interrupts my thoughts. 


With just the towel held over my front, I swing the cabin 
door open, my eyes widening with delight when I see Zoe, 
whose own eyes go straight to my chest, then down to my 
hand, barely covering myself with the tiniest white towel. 


“Hi.” I say softly, more pleased than anything to see her, I 
take a step back and invite her in with my hand. 


“I only came to ask... Where’s the ladies room? For the 
guests, I mean. It’s Mrs. Bradshaw... she’s...” 


I reach down to the table by the door, to a stack of 
laminated cards with the layout of the yacht. 


“For guests,” I tell her, not trying to hide my 
disappointment. “It shows them where to go and where not 
to go.” 


“Like your cabin...” She says flushing, unable to take her 
eyes off my body, off my hand covering myself. 


I fight the urge again, to take my hand away, to command 
her to look at what she’s doing to me, but I have to be 
patient. 


“TIl be out in a minute. Has anyone else arrived yet?” 
“A few, I’d better...” 


And I nod, we both want what’s brewing between us, but 
Zoe’s a professional. Its guests first for now. After all, it’s 
what she’s being paid for. 


I should have just followed her, offered her the same money 
for some time alone, but that’s the surest way to frighten 
someone. No, it’s better this way, but damn. If I can’t geta 
handle on this hard on, I won’t be going anywhere... 


Closing the door as she walks away, it’s not right. This isn’t 
how I wanted today to go at all. 


I race to get my tux on, it’s a tailored fit and although I tell 
myself I hate suits, I have to admit I do like how I look in 
them. This thing makes me feel like James Bond, but I don’t 
like how I can’t eat or do anything in it really. One wrong 
move and I’m wearing food or whatever else I’m trying to 
enjoy. 


But it’s for work only, so it looks the part, as does the 
earpiece and dark glasses. Once I’m dressed, there’s no 
mistaking what I’m onboard for. 


And once I make my way out, towards the receiving deck, I 
can see I’m just in time. 


I know everyone who’s invited by sight, and I can spot one 
at once who definitely wasn’t. 


Hangers on, friends of friends. There’s a bunch at every 
function, sometimes they’re reporters, posing as friends of 
guests and I spot one I know is a phony. 


“Beat it,” I growl. “This is a private function... the fuck you 
get in here anyway?” I feel my hackles going up, if a lowlife 
like Chris Stomski can walk on this yacht, who else is gonna 
drop by? More to the point, how’d he find out? 


I ask him this directly as I herd him with my arms back the 
way he came. He knows better than to argue, knows the 
legal implications if Parker Global wants to get technical on 
his trespassing tricks. 


“T just happened to bump into the Bradshaw’s this morning, 
was at their building for something else, they mentioned 
it... C’mon man! Be a sport... just a few words about 
something... anything?” he asks, persistent until the end. 


He’ll do well, for a reporter. Muckraking through other 
people’s lives for profit. 


“Private function, Chris, now beat it... or I’ll beat you.” I tell 
him calmly, signaling another man on the ground who hails 
a few more from the gate and in seconds, Chris is doing the 
walk of shame with a suited guard of honor. 


I tell myself that’s the end of it, but it’s left a bad taste in my 
mouth. 


Instinctively, I scan the deck for Zoe, feeling myself relax as 
soon as I see her. 


She’s won over the Bradshaw’s making sensible chit chat 
while doing her job and I almost feel like this might just 
work out after all. 


CHAPTER SEV EN 
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Michael’s right. It’s a simple enough gig, with the caterer 
being the best, most prepared I’ve worked with, they even 
have champagnes poured, with a variety of little wine 
samples to go with each different dish too. 


All I have to do is make a circuit of the deck, smile at each 
guest as they mostly ignore me, helping themselves to more 
free food and drink, then I scoot back the way I came, wait 
five to ten, then repeat the performance. 


I almost feel guilty about how easy today’s money is, until it 
sinks in how rich these people actually are. I can overhear 
enough of their banter to get the general idea. But it takes 
all sorts, so I tell myself not to judge them, just reminding 
myself to do my job. 


How they can drink this much though... And all this food. 
I'd be sick in a half hour, they seem to thrive on the stuft... 


There is one girl though, I say girl because she looks so 
much younger than all the others, and she’s putting it away 
and not eating a thing. She’s nice enough to start, but 


taking a drink from the tray and downing it in one each 
time I pass, I can just tell this ones gonna get messy real 
soon. 


Don’t they have like fifteen hours of this? Take it easy girl, 
you'll be overboard before you know it, drinking like that... 


It’s really only by the time all the guests have arrived that 
she starts. I can see Michael, closing off the gangway and 
holding his earpiece as he gives instructions for the other 
crew and security. 


Then I hear her. Starting to mouth off about me to 
whoever’s nearest her. 


“T didn’t know this was a plus sized cruise... couldn’t they 
get any help that doesn’t look like that, I mean... it’s putting 
me off my food...” 


I feel the sting of hurt from what she’s saying, but I’ve 
heard worse. What gets me is how someone who’s 
supposed to be high society, someone who should know 
better, is acting out like such a jerk. 


I choose to ignore her, there really is one of these at every 
function and it’s easier to just politely navigate my way 
around them until they wipe themselves out. 


I feel I should let Michael know though in case she gets 
crazy and ruins his function. 


He’s the boss after all, I guess. 


Making my way over to him, I get a few hands up to have 
their glasses taken and another needs help getting to the 
restrooms. 


By the time I spot Michael again, he’s looking the other way, 
scanning the deck for something, someone maybe. 


But it’s too late, I get another serving from little miss drunk 
already. 


“Hey! You! Don’t ignore me... I wanna another drink, get 
your fat ass over here and get me one.” 


I see Michael’s head turn, his body tense as he hears her 
just the same as everybody else does. There’s a moment of 
silence, but the other guests eventually carry on, I can hear 
a small group discussing whether Mr. Parker’s onboard 
after all. The others disagree, he’s never been seen in 
public or even private, not for years. 


I feel my lower lip starting to give out as she yells out again. 
Normally I’d handle things myself, but with this being 
Michael’s show, I don’t want to take it too far by 
overreacting. 


“Move it, lard ass!” The girl shouts, and I hear Mrs. 
Bradshaw gasp as the herd moves away from the blackest 
sheep on the deck, suddenly on her own in her drunken 
show. 


Michael’s wasting no time in moving through the other 
guests calmly, making his way straight to drunk Barbie. It’s 
only when Michael’s near her that I realize how thin she 
really is. How top heavy her slight frame is weighed down 
with silicone and what I assume to be genuine bling. 


“New money.” One of the guests murmurs, and some of 
them give me a sympathetic look. Mrs. Bradshaw even pats 
my arm. 


“There, there dear. That nice young man will have a word to 
her, pay her no mind.” 


But it’s too late. I can feel the tears coming. It’s just like 
college, high school, my whole life all over again really. 


Sooner or later it all comes down to it. 


I’m just a heavy girl and somebody has to make light of the 
fact, drunk or not. It feels like everybody looking at me is 
thinking the same thing anyway. 


What’s a fat woman doing serving us anyway... 


Like I’m some sort of hideous monster. That’s how it feels 
anyway. 


Once I see Michael next to what looks like something that 
suits him way better than me, I hear a cry escape me and I 
have to run away. I have to get off this damned boat. Yacht. 
Whatever the fuck it is. 


He can keep his money. 
Nobody deserves to be treated like this. 


A few well-meaning hands try and stop me, and I can hear 
Michael calling out as well, before he lets Barbie on the 
rocks have it. She’s off the boat, I can hear that much but 
that’s just what I want too. 


Confused and disoriented, blinded by my tears, I end up 
back where Michael’s cabin is, thinking it’s the best place to 
hide on this stupid yacht. 


I decide so many things as I try the door, relieved that it 
opened, the only thing that’s gone my way so far. 


I fling myself on the bed, and cry into the pillows. Swearing 
I’m through being a waitress, through being told what to do 
by other people but most of all, I’m through being fat. 


I hate myself more than ever and I don’t know how, but I 
vow to show people like slut-drunk trust fund chick out 
there just how much weight I can lose. I just know I can. 


ril show them all... 


Right after I cry my ocean of tears. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


M ichael 


I should’ve seen it coming, but obviously she’s had way 
more to drink than anyone’s noticed. Or, maybe it’s just her 
size to alcoholic proof ratio. That much booze in such a tiny 
frame, it’s gotta end badly. 


I just wish I’d gotten to it sooner, got her off the yacht in 
time. 


Dammit! 


Hearing anyone trash talking Zoe is enough to make my 
blood boil, and in as many steps as it takes to get to the 
offending guest, I feel my heart go out to Zoe. I know which 
girl I’d rather be grabbing hold of, that’s for sure. 


“Alright, that’s enough. You’re way out of line and you’re off 
the yacht. Right now. Party’s over, c’mon.” I tell her firmly, 
not laying a finger on her, not until... 


And here it comes. 


She takes a wide, arcing swing at my face, the glass still in 
her hand, which I grab and twist behind her back easily. 


“That’s just bought you more trouble than you’ll know,” I 
growl, catching her other arm and pinning her to the wall 
as two more of the security detail finally appear from the 
front of the yacht. 


“Sorry, Sir...” they mumble, disappointed, like me that they 
missed seeing what was coming. 


“Just get her out of here, the works too. Aggravated assault 
is a great place to start. Good thing we’re still docked. Once 
you get back onboard, tell Shawn to shove off, we’re behind 
schedule.” 


“Yes, Sir” and I watch as the now less than vocal 
troublemaker is hauled away. There’ll be lots of paperwork 
and some explaining to do no doubt, but I won’t have 
anything like that at one of the events I’m in charge of. And 
I definitely won’t have it around my Zoe. 


Zoe! 


My only concern is Zoe, and after noticing the guests going 
back to their own drinks and grazing, as if nothing’s 
happened, most of them probably just as bombed as the 
party pooper but at least they aren’t acting out like that. 
Once I can see nobody else is causing trouble or has a 
problem with what just went down, I start to pace the yacht 
looking for Zoe. 


Knowing my way around it better than she might, I figure of 
all of the places she might go if she were upset, but it isn’t 
until I pass my own cabin that I hear her crying. 


I’m sure I locked that... 


But I’m glad I didn’t. If she hadn’t come in here, I’d hate to 
think what could’ve happened if she went off on her own, 
upset like that. 


She jumps a little once she sees me enter the cabin, but 
she’s more ashamed than anything else. 


“What do you want?” she asks me bitterly, not even trying 
to hide her tears. 


I rush to the bed, sitting down next to her putting my arm 
out, which makes her recoil, leaving me gutted. 


I shake my head in disbelief. It feels like my heart’s been 
ripped out of my chest to see her so upset, not even 
wanting me. 


“Zoe, I’m sorry you had to hear any of that... that girl.. 
she’s off the yacht, she’ll be charged too...” 


“Who cares? She’s right, all those rich folk probably think 
the same thing... what’s a fat pig doing on their boat, in 
their world... like it’s beneath them to have a regular, 
ordinary person even breathing the same air that they 
do...” 


I fight the urge to remind her it’s called a yacht again, but 
I’m more stunned by what she’s saying, what she’s even 
thinking. 


“Zoe, what are you talking about?” I ask her as she sits up, 
looking past me to the door. Looking like she wants to leave. 


“Come on, Michael, look at me! Do I really look like your 
plastic, fake tan supermodel type out there? No... Why 
don’t you just go after her like you know you want to... just 
leave me alone. IIl be going once I-” 


But I can’t bear to hear it. I won’t let her say it. She’s not 
going anywhere, nowhere without me anyway. 


I feel my mouth pressing over hers, hot and salty from her 
tears. She makes a sound and after trying to pull back for 
hardly a second, I feel the relief of her tongue wrapped 


around mine, my hand cupping the back of her head and 
pulling her closer to me as my other arm goes behind her 
back. I hear us both moaning as her stiff chest presses fully 
into mine and my groin feels the pleasing strain of my dick 
against fabric again as I feel like I’m in the only place I want 
to be in the whole world. 


With Zoe in my arms. 


Her whimpering sounds of pleasure turn into ones that 
match my own deep sounds. The sounds of needing her. 


I don’t just want to kiss her, to tell her how fucking beautiful 
she is. I want to show her, I want every inch of my body, 
inside hers. I want to show her without words how much 
she means to me. 


But she’s pulled away again. 


“I just made up my mind, Michael... I’m through being a 
waitress. I’m sick of rich pricks telling me what to do... I 
want off this boat and I want back in charge of my life...” 


She’s getting up off the bed, struggling to get past me 
again, looking torn between me and what she’s already 
made her mind up about. But I can’t let her go so easily, not 
without telling her how I feel. 


“I want you Zoe... don’t you understand? You’re mine! I 
don’t want you to be a waitress either, I want you to be with 
me... just me...” I want to kiss her again, but she looks 
confused. 


“So, you don’t want stick thin, silicone girls that have more 
money than sense?” she asks me, sniffling back the last of 
her tears, the light returning to her eyes as she realizes I’m 
being level with her. 


“No.” I tell her honestly. “I want you Zoe, look at what you 
do to me! How can I fake this?” I take her hand and press it 
hard against my bulging cock, making her gap out loud 
until she reminds herself she’s supposed to be angry. 


“What makes you think I’m interested anyway?” she huffs, 
pretending to sulk, but I feel her hand exploring my 
growing hardness, making me snarl with satisfaction that 
things are finally going well for once today. 


For once in a long, long time. 


CHAPTER NINE 


So 


I try to stay mad, I try to even remember what I’m mad 
about. 


I’m not mad at Michael, I’m not even mad at myself 
anymore, but that bitch. I’m mad at her still, and all those 
like her, how dare she... 


But it looks like I’ve blown my job as a waitress for the day. 


“Am I fired? And did you really kick her off the boat?” I ask, 
not even trying to take my hand away, willing him to kiss me 
like he just did all over again. 


“T think we can agree that your waitressing days are over,” 
Michael says gravely, letting a hand trace the stray hair 
away from my face, “and yeah, she’s off the yacht. I made 
sure of that.” 


“But...” he continues and I feel a jolt of panic, all of life’s 
problems come flooding back in an instant too. 


My job. My bills, my rent. 


“But?” I venture nervously. 


“But, I have this yacht load of millionaires to look after... 
and I kinda need that fun loving, sweet, sexy girl I know to 
help me out. At least until we can offload them too, but that 
won't be for a while yet...what d’ya say? Can you help me 
out?” 


“I can give you a hand,” I murmur, feeling him thicken to 
full attention with my hand totally gripping his rod through 
his pants by now, making him moan as he laughs at the 
same time, tossing his head back. 


I realize I must look awful. I feel puffy, my makeup’s 
running and I have hair all over the place but none of it 
bothers Michael, quite the opposite. I’ve never had a guy, 
let alone a real man come onto me so strong and stick up 
for me, all while cruising on a luxury yacht. 


There, I said it. I can say it. 
So what am I so scared of? 
Maybe enjoying myself. 


Maybe letting something good actually happen is a little 
scary at first. 


Michal holds my hand over himself with his own. “I want 
more than your hand on me, Zoe. I want all of you.” 


I feel myself flushing deep red to compliment my disheveled 
look, hearing my own breath quicken in time with 
Michael’s. I want him too, but I feel so confused right now. 


“Once we get to the island, we can have some more time... 
alone.” He promises, and I feel the threat of this moment 
disappearing, but when he leans in to kiss me all over 
again, I forget about everything. It’s just him, that smell of 
his and those god damned muscles, rippling under his suit, 


which is looking a little more wrinkled by the time we’re 
done deciding that although I quit, the boat’s left the pier 
and there’s still a whole day ahead of us, so I get myself 
cleaned up in his cabin’s bathroom and ready myself to go 
back out there, to have a good time watching others have a 
good time. That’s what I tell myself. 


“Thanks, Zoe. I’m proud of you,” Michael says, pulling me 
close again, right before we go back out, but limiting 
himself to a light peck on my lips only, so as not to spoil my 
newly made face as well as prevent any further delays or 
crippling stiffness in his tuxedo trouser department, which 
is already bulging again. 


A few stiff nods to other crew and security, and Michael’s 
donned his dark glasses again, looking across the ocean, or 
what feels like right at me, I can’t tell as I get back to 
making sure Mr. Parker’s guests are suitably happy with 
their trip so far. 


There’s no complaints and if anything, everyone is extra 
nice to me, easily forgetting what happened and making 
plenty of small talk about other things. Better things. 


In between tidying up and noticing how much everyone is 
easing off the booze in favor of coffee and cakes by the time 
we sight the island, I overhear what the island’s actually all 
about. 


I tried getting the inside scoop from catering, but they’re 
too busy prepping for the food run once the guests get to 
the island to really pay any attention. 


Mrs. Bradshaw though, she likes a natter after a few drinks 
and I know she’s a kind old lady, even if she is obscenely 
rich. 


I glance over to Michael, who nods it’s okay if I want to sit 
with Mrs. B for a while, everyone else is admiring the yacht 
itself, or busy on their laptops and phones, including 
Michael more than once, so I soon see it’s a pretty laid back 
affair after all. 


“T feel bad about before, embarrassed more than anything,” 
I tell Mrs. B. Who suddenly feels like my rich aunt or 
Grandma. 


I wish! 


“Tt’s alright, dear. That little upstart... new money we like to 
call it.” She informs me confidentially. 


“Well, we don’t like to call it anything. But acting like that... 
and on a Parker Global trip too!” 


“What’s your connection... to Parker I mean,” I ask. Not 
meaning to sound nosy, but deliberately being nosey. 


Michael’s tight as a drum about things, I can just tell. It’s 
part of his job. And everything I’ve heard about Parker 
Global, or the man himself has just been hearsay. This is as 
good a chance as any to find out more about the man as 
well as exactly where we’re going. 


I kinda ran out on Ranka at the agency, distracted by 
Michael’s looks, I most likely missed everything she told me 
that I’m supposed to remember. 


“The Island’s a future development... we’ve all put money 
into it and it’s Mr. Parker’s way of updating us... in his own 
quirky little way, I guess. No stuffy boardrooms or 
shareholder meetings in town halls, no. Parker Global 
distinguishes itself Mr. Parker distinguishes himself by 
being a true gentleman and a gracious host. “ 


“Even if he never turns up?” I ask cheekily, drawing a 
shocked look, followed by a sly wink from Mrs. B. 


n 


“Call me Fanny...” she says, touching my arm again and for 
the second time today, I feel like someone actually gives a 
crap. Not just about me but about people in general. 


Maybe the world isn’t so bad after all. Maybe sloshed, foul- 
mouthed new money Barbie doesn’t rule the roost after all. 


“What sort of development,” I ask Fanny, hoping she doesn’t 
mind me being nosey now. 


“Retirement condos!” she cries out, then wipes a bead of 
moisture from one of her eyes with her lace handkerchief. 


“I don’t know if I’ll even live to see them, let alone live in 
one, but... for my sons... an investment for them and their 
generation.” 


I smile, checking the other guests at a glance, noticing 
Michael’s eyes on me still as he talks into his phone. 


“Could you help me inside, Dear?” Fanny asks. “Awfully cold 
out here now and I really wouldn’t say no to a little sit down 
in a corner for a bit, maybe even close my eyes for a spell.” 


I help Fanny settle into a cozy nook, of which there are 
plenty on the yacht from what I can see. Then I head back 
over towards Michael, always feeling like I want to go to 
him more than anything else. 


But just as I’m getting close, somebody else wants a drink, 
another spills their coffee on their blouse as the wind 
catches it, and so I only get to view Michael from afar, but 
feel his eyes on me the whole time. 


Before too much longer, there’s an announcement over 
invisible speakers somewhere from the captain. “We’ll be 
stopping soon, and the island can be seen looming ever 


closer to our left. Stay tuned for further directions and 
when to make our way down to the boats...” 


I thought we were on a boat? 


“This is a yacht. The boats will take us to the Island,” 
Michael says, reading my mind and startling me. He’s 
leaning in extra close to tell me and making me swoon from 
his scent again. He always smells so damned fresh, I 
wonder if it’s the sea air? 


All it does for me is dry my skin out and make my hair feel 
like a wet dog. 


CHAPTER TEN 


M ichael 


Calling ahead, the rest of the staff has already been to the 
island to set up. All we need to do is get on the smaller 
boats, launching from the Yachts hull and make our way 
across. Captain’s good to go so we'll be on the island within 
a half hour. 


There’s a small, modern pier and plenty of easy access for 
the investors. Parker Global's first priority is seeing to their 
investors being able to see progress and luxury where 
anyone else might just see a sand dune jutting out of a 
section of ocean. 


What I’m really wanting, what I’m working towards is some 
quality time with Zoe. 


Alone. 


Shawn's a great host on dry land as well as Captain on the 
waves. I plan on showing Zoe the island, and a lot more 
than that too if she’ll let me, once we can be alone. 


Like she said herself, and I couldn’t agree more, her 
waitressing days are over. 


Her new life starts today. 


“Take us in nice and close Shawn.” I tell him, registering 
him in my earpiece as I start to prepare for the second 
phase of the trip. 


“TIl take number three and scout around the island. If you 
and Scotty want to take care of our guests?” 


“Roger that, Sir. Lunch will be waiting and we’ll try and 
save you some lobster.” 


Thanks Shawn, but I have my lunch and dinner menu 
already planned... it starts with ‘Z’ and ends with an ‘e’ and 
it has one screaming ‘O’ in between. 


I find Zoe with the old lady Bradshaw again, and I only have 
to stand near the entrance to get enough of her attention. 
Before too long she comes over to me, something I know I'll 
never tire of seeing. 


“Captain and crew will take care of the guests from now on, 
they’re going to take the smaller launches to the island for 
lunch.” The look of disappointment that comes over her 
makes me quick to tell her my plans for us. 


“We’re going to take a ride of our own, ready?” I ask her 
and her face lights up, making me crick my neck and try not 
to growl again, in case I frighten any little old ladies, but a 
deep sound of satisfaction does escape me as I guide Zoe 
down some steps to an elevator that takes us to the smaller 
boats inside the hull. 


“Once we’re moored, that light comes on and we can open 
up the front and zoom on out in one of these,” I explain to 
her, waving over the three smaller versions of the yacht 


we're in. Jet powered, with two bigger ones being for 
showing off to the guests and the third, the one we’re 
taking, a speedboat that’s used for security and swift 
transfers. 


I help Zoe into the speedboat and notice my hands sweating 
as I hold hers, which are trembling slightly. 


I feel like a damned school kid on his first date. I hope that 
feeling goes away soon. 


“You alright?” I ask her, noting her nerves. 


“It’s just the water,” she says, squeezing my hand and I hold 
hers tighter, pulling her close. 


“We can stay here if you want,” I tell her, but she shakes 
her head, biting her lip. 


“T’ll go where you go,” she says, and I feel my heart melt, 
burning for her like never before. I want Zoe physically, 
sure, who wouldn’t? But I really think I’m ready to use the 
‘LE. word when I think of her now. It’s that much of a sure 
feeling I have. 


“You’re good to go Sir.” I hear Shawn in my earpiece just as 
the light goes green and the front of the bow opens up 
slowly, flooding the inside with what looks like a fine day. 


“Thanks, Shawn,” I murmur, drawing a queer look from 
Zoe. 


“T packed a hamper and blanket too... just in case...” Shawn 
adds, and I can almost see him winking at me as I notice it, 
along with some other stuff in a series of wicker baskets 
usually reserved for dazzling our guests. 


“Roger that Shawn.” 


I look over to Zoe and squeeze her tight again before 
getting behind the wheel, the motor sparking to life with a 
throaty roar that sends white foam up around us straight 
away. 


In seconds we’ve left the yacht behind us and the whole 
world too by the feel of it. I circle wide around behind the 
side where the guests will be, getting around to the secret 
side of the island. 


Zoe’s saying something but I can’t quite hear her. She looks 
happy and that’s all that matters to me. I feel great too, the 
wind in my hair and Zoe at my side. Nothing else matters 
for once. 


I feel complete. 


There’s only one thing missing though, and I plan to make 
that happen as soon as Zoe’s ready. I wanted to make her 
mine, to claim her the moment I saw her, and the island’s 
the perfect, private place to make it a reality. 


“Hold on!” I shout to Zoe, really meaning it. With no pier on 
the other side of the island, I take a run up to the beach, 
landing the boat right up on the sand after making sure Zoe 
knows what I intended to do and is hanging on tight 
enough. 


“Wow!” She exclaims, “That was awesome... please tell me 
old Fanny Bradshaw’s getting a slightly different landing?” 


I laugh along with her and then kiss her again, I can’t help 
it. Seeing her in the sunshine, her hair tousled by the 
breeze and her face flushed with excitement. 


She’s everything I want and more. 


I want her more than ever and I tell her so. 


She replies with another kiss, deeper and harder than 
before, with near violent intensity her mouth tells me how 
bad she wants me too and I feel myself stiffening fully in 
response. I can finally let my hands start to explore her now 
that we have some actual privacy. 


Holding her face with my hands first, they gradually slide 
down her neck to her full chest, which heaves as I squeeze 
her without hesitation. The one thing I’ve been wanting to 
do since first seeing her yesterday. 


Her moans are matched by mine and I pull her as close as I 
can, my hardness riding up her belly, pressing into her, 
giving us both a sensational taste of things yet to come. 


“Shall we?” I ask her, catching her as I balance myself. The 
boat pitching wildly to the left as we set it off balance. 


Helping her down out of the boat, I reach in and grab a 
basket and a blanket, offering them to her and taking the 
other ones too. 


“What’s in these?” she asks and I shrug. 


“We'll have to wait and see, I have no idea,” I tell her 
truthfully, and with the free hand we have each, we reach 
out and hold each other’s with it as I lead us over the dunes 
to a spot that I know will be just perfect. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


7 ox 


Before we even get to the dunes or wherever it is Michael’s 
taking me, I’ve already decided. I decided a while ago, or 
rather, I knew it as soon as I met him. 


He’s the only man I ever want to be with. I want him to 
claim me, right now. I’m through waitressing, but I’m even 
more through with this ache inside me. Being near him and 
yet feeling so far away, I need him now, inside me more than 
ever. 


It’s not the world’s biggest island, but before long Michael 
feels me lagging, his hand tugging on mine as I slow down. 


“What is it, everything okay?” he asks me, but my look tells 
him everything. We’re in a ridge between two dunes, and I 
know I feel enough privacy to wanna stop walking and start 
loving. 


In seconds we’re a tangled heap on the side of a dune. 
Michael barely manages to get a blanket down as I literally 
pounce on him. Every bit of pent up desire I have for him is 


released in a single moment, as soon as we both know we’re 
alone and now’s the time. 


No interruptions. 
I’m his and he’s mine. 


The sand underneath the blanket is soft, Michaels firm body 
sandwiched between my own softness and the sand 
beneath as I straddle him feels so good. His huge hands 
finally running all over me, then up my legs as he pushes 
my skirt up feels even better. 


I can feel his hardness pushing into my mound, which is 
soaking now and I instinctively grind down onto him 
without even thinking to take our clothes off. 


His hands move to my chest, and he flicks my blouse open, 
freeing my chest fully as he snaps the back of my bra open 
quickly and I shudder another gasp as his hands cup my 
naked chest for the first time. He growls with satisfaction 
and I lean over, letting him take me into his mouth, a 
sensation like no other as his tongue expertly flicks my stiff 
peaked nipples while he squeezes me with just the right 
amount of firm pressure to make me moan with some 
concern. 


“Michael... I’m gonna...” I can feel it, something incredible 
is about to happen and he’s hardly touched me. 


“Oh no you don’t!” He commands me gently, levering me off 
him and taking charge. 


He yanks my skirt all the way up and lays me back on the 
blanket, then I start to jerk and spasm as his huge warm 
hands run up the inside of my thick thighs, wrenching my 
sodden panties to one side. I open my legs fully and feel my 
lips parting for him, making him groan as he sights his 
prize. 


I whimper for him to hurry, I’m so close I can’t control the 
waves of excitement rippling through me, my clit’s stiffened 
by the breeze and feels like molten glass about to be 
shattered by the cool air if he doesn’t get his mouth to it 
soon. 


He wants to admire me, he wants to look, feel and explore 
some more, I can tell. But this is an emergency and he’s 
more than qualified to rescue me from it. 


“You'll come in my mouth if you come anywhere,” he snarls 
and I feel myself disappearing into the moment completely. 


I feel the heat of his breath first, then his stubble lightly 
teasing me until he greedily takes all of me into his mouth 
in one movement, making me moan out loud as I buck my 
hips forward, thrusting myself up into his face as I claw the 
back of his head with both hands, pushing him deeper onto 
me, into me... 


I’ve never felt so good, and from the sounds he’s making, I 
know Michael’s enjoying himself as much as I’m enjoying 
him. He’s so perfect. Everything he does is perfect. 


His hands move between my legs, spreading me so wide I 
can feel myself about to come in no time, and sensing how 
close I am, Michael shifts his hands to support my ass, 
squeezing and kneading me with his hands, digging his 
fingers onto me while moving me on the outside while his 
tongue services me on the inside. 


His low, deep growl as he senses me about to come is my 
cue that he’s ready. More than ready, and as I explode onto 
his face, feeling my whole body stiffen, then contact in time 
with the waves of climax pulsing through me, he greedily 
laps up my essence. 


His pleasure and satisfaction with my climax is obvious and 
he continues to eat me up as I shudder and twitch, in a 
state of shock that something so powerful could even be 
possible. 


I’m trebling still by the time he surfaces, his smiling face an 
inch from mine. 


“Better?” he growls and I can only make the same 
whimpering sounds as before as I nod my head, steadied 
only by his lips on mine again. I thrill at the taste of myself 
on him, mixed with his own scent, that scent I can never get 
enough of. 


Now the two have joined completely... almost. 


With Michael’s weight on me again, I can feel his hardness 
more than ever, and I’m amazed he hasn’t even considered 
his own needs yet. His sole focus has been on my pleasure, 
making me feel good, making sure I’m alright. 


“My god, you’re so hard Michael,” I moan and he growls in 
reply as my hands both fumble to get to his cock, to free it 
finally. 


With some persuasion I manage to get Michael on his back, 
and it’s my turn. My turn to pleasure my man. 


I’m shaking like a leaf, but not scared, just so amazingly 
turned on with the best feeling I’ve had in my whole life and 
Michaels hand through my hair, then stroking the side of 
my face, his smile telling me I’m his. It’s all I’ll ever need in 
this life. 


My hand looks tiny next to the huge bulge and I can tell 
Michael wants me to unzip him, to discover him for myself. 


Within seconds his thick cock is freed, standing so proud 
and tall I gaps at the sight of it. It’s hardness in my hands is 


like a current through my veins, and I’m all over him in a 
flash. I want him in my hands, in my mouth, on my chest... 
inside me... 


“What is it?” he asks, breathless but noticing I’ve suddenly 
frozen. 


“Zoe? What’s the matter, are you alright...?” 


“T... I’m a virgin.” I stammer, figuring now’s as good a time 
as any to tell him. 


Then I promptly burst into tears. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


M ichael 


I don’t think I’ve been so moved by anything, ever. 


Zoe seems to think I’ll think less of her because she’s a 
virgin, but she couldn’t be further from the truth. It makes 
me love her more, makes me want her even more. 


I’ll be her first and I'll be her only, how can that not be 
perfect? 


I gently explain this to her, and I tell her it’s okay if she 
doesn’t want to go all the way just now, we can take it slow. 
But she points out the obvious... 


My raging hard on, about to explode. 


“Then stop touching it,” I try telling her, my words cut short 
with my own groans and moans. She’s really doing it for 
me, turning me on like nothing else on earth. I’ve never felt 
this way, certainly never been this friggin’ hard in all my 
life, but it’s how I feel about Zoe that stands out more for 
me. 


She’s perfect. 


“T want you to take me... I need you to claim me Michael, so 
I know I’m yours...” she tells me, but I can tell right this 
second might not be that moment, even though a few 
minutes ago I could’ve sworn that’s what was going to 
happen. 


“Tt’s alright,” I tell her, stroking her hair and gently pulling 
her on top of me, without pressing myself too hard into her 
soft body. It takes some doing, and I have no idea how, but I 
stop myself from exploding. 


I know I have to save it, I have to keep for when I do claim 
her. I want it to be special anyway. Her first time shouldn’t 
be in the sand dunes of some development and I tell her so. 


“It doesn’t matter where it is, as long as it’s you,” she tells 
me, “I just... Oh, I don’t know anymore. I feel like the past 
twenty four hours is a dream,” she sighs, looking out to the 
patch of ocean visible between the valley of the two dunes. 


“It’s a good dream though, isn’t it?” I ask her, knowing how 
much I feel it is. And she nods. 


“Then whenever you want to, I’m yours” I tell her, “And 
you’re mine.” I remind her, biting gently into her neck, 
making her squeal with laughter before I kiss her again. 


“T love tasting you,” I tell her, “Love tasting you on your own 
lips as well as mine.” 


“And I...” she starts to say something, and I urge her to 
finish with my eyes, 


“I love you, Michael.. I really do...” and something between 
us shifts. We both feel it. 


As soon as she says it, my heart melts and I know that TIl 
love her until the day I die and then forever after that. 


“T love you too, Zoe. I mean that. I loved you the moment I 
laid eyes on you.” 


“Then take me. Fuck me Michael, I mean it. I want you to 
give it to me. I want all of you.” 


We pick right up where we left off, I’m struggling to get out 
of the clothes I’m half-wearing and I can feel the urgency 
once again from Zoe. 


She just told me it’s special, no matter where we are, and I 
couldn’t agree more. Even though it would be nice to take 
her someplace special, but we have forever to do that 
stuff... our whole lives. 


I can feel the shift in the air as well as the power between 
Zoe and me. There’s a gust of frigid air, followed by the 
deep, low rumble of thunder. 


I figure it’s just my growling, the rushing of blood through 
my ears in time with the thumping in my chest, but a few 
stray streaks of lightning that feel right from above us make 
me pause, noticing that the weather is coming in nasty, and 
real quick. 


Zoe pulls me closer to her, her own breath in my ear, 
begging me to take her is interrupted by something other 
than thunder and lightning too. 


A familiar but faint crackle, the scratching sound of my 
earpiece which has come loose. I tear it off and toss it over 
my shoulder, moaning with excitement as I feel both Zoe’s 
hands gripping me tight, teasing the inside of her creamy 
thighs with my meat. 


A thick line of my own juices is running from me already 
and I feel so close that I groan, clenching my jaw tight, 
willing myself to hold on until I’ve pleased my woman first, 
and then, only then can I fill her with my seed. 


The wind whips up from a slight gust to a near gale in 
seconds, with the eye of a storm hovering over the whole 
island, but we’re so close, both of us too close to even care. 


I’d ride out more than a little rough weather to claim Zoe, 
I’d walk through the gates of hell if I had to. I know she 
wants me and I need her more than ever, now’s the time to 
make her mine, come what may. 


Her hands run over my upper body as I hover above her, 
angling my thickness straight towards her twitching hole. 
She’s writhing under me already, whining for me to give it 
to her, every fucking inch. 


I love how she talks dirty, she’s a virgin, sure, but she knows 
what she wants and she’s not shy in telling me how she 
wants it. 


“Argh! Fuck me Michael, fill me up... give it to me...” 


I moan louder, drowned out by the wind as I trace my 
throbbing round tip around her entrance. Her hands go to 
my ass, pulling me forward, straight into her as she gasps, 
taking in half of my length in one go. She winces a little, 
then I feel her give into me completely, I push firmly and 
glide deep inside her as we both groan with pleasure. The 
total sense of completion is incredible. I’ve never felt better, 
more content anywhere or with anyone other than this 
moment. 


As if on cue, the thunder and rain intensifies with each of 
her bucking thrusts, I’ve found her sweetest spot straight 
away, something about her body and mine, it just fits like I 
knew it would. 


She’s perfect! 


Fully inside Zoe now, I can enjoy the fullness of her body 
too, her generous chest pressing against mine, while her 


thighs cushion my body with her calves wrapped behind 
me, gripping me tighter with each thrust. 


Her hips that I’ve craved are mine now, her breasts are 
mine, her beautiful ass. All mine. I let out an animal growl, 
deep and guttural as I push deeper and harder into her 
with every stroke, drawing grunts and moans from her too, 
we sound like a pair of wild animals and that’s just how it 
feels. Wild and free, abandoned and in nature. 


I can feel her tightening around my pulsing rod, I know 
she’s about to come again and I grab hold of her tighter, 
bringer her body as close as I can against mine as I use my 
own hips to pump her all the way to her next explosion. 


My own is coming too, and she gasps in time with me, then 
shouts my name as the thunder above us peals out again, 
the heavens opening fully as I feel her start to convulse 
under me as I shudder with my own release. 


Holding myself deep inside her, I look into her eyes as we 
both feel the power of our shared climax, her whole body 
shakes and mine trembles with her, but I use my strength to 
hold her as tight as I can, feeling her clamping grip on me 
spasm with each pulsing moment of me inside her. 


It could be sweat but it's freezing. It's rain and it’s coming 
down in sheets onto us now, saturating the blanket, 
drenching us and making mud out of the sand. 


“We should get to shelter...” I say loudly, only registering 
how fierce the weather is now that our passion has begun 
to subside. 


In the eye of a hurricane is what being inside Zoe feels like, 
but I realize we might actually be in the path of something 
similar in real life. 


She clenches and I push some more, I want to stay in her 
forever, but we both know we have to get off these dunes 
and fast. 


“Just grab a basket, I’ll get the rest,” I call out as we clothe 
ourselves just enough to pick up what we can and holding 
her hand again, we both run up the sliding dune, over to a 
place I know should give us some shelter. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


So 


I want to lay here forever, with Michael inside me, I really 
do. But being swept out to sea doesn’t sound too great, so I 
relent and we both scramble for shelter, over the ridge of 
dunes. 


I laugh when I see it, and Michael shrugs, but we both run 
until I’ve got a stitch, until we get to the wide porch of the 
building. 


We’re both soaked, and I’m wheezing a pant that has 
Michael looking worried, until he notices I’m practically cry 
laughing at the same time. 


“You... might’ve... told... me...” I manage, trying to speak, 
but surrendering to my lack of aerobic ability. I can hardly 
feel my legs either, my whole body feels like it’s made of ice, 
but the heat between my legs is still pulsing, and it spells 
my new favorite word. My new mantra. 


Michael. 


“T was trying to get us here...” he protests, smiling before 
he breaks out into a belly laugh, which is shattered by 
another splitting crackle of thunder and a wall of sheet 
lightning which lights up the whole sky. 


“This weather. It’s unseasonal but can happen out here,” he 
comments, trying the door and giving me a small smile 
when it opens. 


Phew. 


Once inside, I close the door by leaning on it, then look up, 
around and decide to stay put for now. I don’t want to mess 
the pace up. 


“Tt’s not exactly a beach hut,” Michael says sheepishly, “but 
it will keep us dry.” 


I’m literally speechless, so Michael fills in the gaps, catching 
my mood. 


“Parker Global retirement retreats...” he says. As if he’s 
reading from one of the brochures I can spot, placed 
anywhere there’s a flat surface. 


“This is one of the demo models... a deluxe by the looks... 
There’s no electricity to the island yet, but I think there’s a 
generator someplace. We can camp here for a bit.” 


I’m in love with the place already. It’s like a mini two story 
colonial mansion outside, with a modern and spacious 
interior. Loads of natural light with the whole place looking 
bright and cheerful even with a hurricane brewing outside. 


I wince at another wave of thunder and lightning, hearing 
fresh sheets of rain driven against the open shutters of the 
windows. 


“We'll be safe in here, don’t worry,” Michael reassures me. 
But I feel a little suspicious suddenly. 


“So was it your plan to get me here all along... hiring me I 
mean...” I ask him, surprised at my own tone as I notice his 
smile falling. 


“Ts that a bad thing?” he asks me, coming closer and taking 
both my hands in his. 


“Not really...” I venture, looking at my feet, noticing I’m 
shivering from cold now. 


“I just wish people were more honest I guess. More up 
front. Is there hot water?” I ask, my teeth starting to 
chatter. 


“You bet,” he says softly, lifting my face to meet his with a 
curled finger. 


“If I'd stopped you in the street, yesterday, and told you I 
loved you and wanted to take you to a deserted island, 
would you have believed me?” he asks me, trying not to 
smile. 


“No...” I say, feeling goofy all of a sudden for even thinking 
Michael could be anything less than straight with me. 


“Exactly.” 


“Yesterday?” I ask him. Suddenly realizing what day it is, “I 
only met you today. And it’s not a deserted island, there’s all 
those investors, remember?” 


He smiles and kisses my forehead. 
“That’s why I love you, Zoe, you never skip a beat.” 
Thunder crashes again, so hard the whole building shakes. 


“Those investors...” Michael muses to himself absently, then 
breathing in as he looks at me dreamily. “... will have to fend 
for themselves for a while. Shawn’s in charge of them 


anyway. Let’s get you and me in a shower or something 
equally hot and wet, then into some dry clothes.” 


I freeze when he tries to lead me into the house by the 
hand, petrified I’ll make the place dirty and muddy. 


“This place is immaculate, I don’t want to get in any 
trouble,” I say cautiously, wondering if security includes 
breaking into Parker Global property and using it for... well. 
What I have in mind might happen again, but using it for 
showers and whatnot? That’s not part of my job description 
for the day, but then again, neither is Michael. 


“It's fine, Zoe. Trust me alright? Now come on, let’s get you 
out of those wet clothes, you’re freezing.” 


I slip off my shoes and following his lead, we find a small 
downstairs bathroom that has a shower in it. For all my 
passion and carefree lovemaking from moments ago, I feel 
like a deer in the headlights with Michael so close suddenly, 
in such a small space. Between him and me, we shrink the 
room a lot. 


He’s eyeing me up and down, and I can see his satisfaction 
starting to show again, but my shyness registers with him, 
and he’s so sweet, he doesn’t even mention it. 


“TIl go fire up some power. The water’s gas and solar, I 
think... so you’re good to go. Don’t be too long.” he adds, 
pecking my check before looking me up and down again 
with one of his trademark growls, which I almost feel like 
putting to use again, but he’s right. I’m freezing and I don’t 
want to catch a cold. 


He’s right, the water’s plenty hot and it feels great. I’d love 
to steam it up some more with Michael in here, but I feel 
the familiar stab of my own self-conscious shyness as I see 
myself fully naked for the first time ever, in the wall high 


mirror directly opposite the shower. It sure adds depth to 
the small room from a design perspective, but I’ve never 
felt so unsexy in my life. 


Whatever he sees in me isn’t showing in the mirror, that’s 
for sure and I feel relief when the steam clouds up the 
bathroom, enveloping me in a warming, soothing mist. The 
jets of hot water relax me and play in time with the storm 
raging outside, with the thunder and lightning still going 
full blast. 


I think about finishing up, getting out of the shower but I 
realize I didn’t see any towels and I have no clean or dry 
clothes either. I growl in frustration, shrugging in 
resignation that I’m stuck in the shower, at least until 
Michael comes back, which will be while the bathroom’s all 
steamy still, I tell myself. 


Today is like a dream, and it’s one I hope I don’t wake up 
from. Not without Michael still in it anyway. 
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I don’t want to panic Zoe, but as soon as she mentions those 
investors, I feel a jolt of panic myself. I’ve just given her the 
trust speech, but now I’m worried I might have put us in 
danger, including all those passengers. This weather’s off 
the charts and wasn’t on any forecast I checked. 


Shawn and the team, they’re pro’s, but sometimes shit just 
happens and this is one of those times. 


Part of me wants to rush back, over to the other side of the 
island and check on everyone, and the other part of me 
wants to stay right here, in the beach house with Zoe. 
Weather and people be damned. 


Stepping outside, I inhale sharply as ice cold rain, coming in 
sideways stings my whole body. This is no ordinary storm. 


I look for a generator, knowing these places have one each, 
but can’t see anything. 


I should really check in with Shawn, at least let him know I- 
Ah shit! 


My comms earpiece, my radio... the boat on the beach... 


It all hits me harder than the rain or the freezing wind. I’m 
still so warm inside, so proud and pleased I’ve claimed Zoe, 
that she’s mine, I totally forgot everything else. 


I’m surprised I’ve remembered to breathe since that feeling 
of coming inside her, god damn, if she isn’t the finest 
woman on earth. 


I’ve gotta chance it. I know Zoe’s safe inside for now in the 
shower. Wincing as I look up, the sky answers with another 
huge flash of splintering light and a crack of thunder that 
makes my bones buzz, but I sprint out into it all anyway, up 
to the highest dune we came over, so I can check on... 


The boat... 
Tides, Michael. Tides. 


It’s gone. And so is the little beach I landed it on. Way out in 
the distance. I spot a familiar shape on the horizon, the 
yacht. 


Shawn must’ve got a weather warning, or maybe just has 
more sense than me. I hope they all got out before the 
worst hit, this weather seems to be right on top of the 
island, moving away from the yacht, so safe passengers. 


Here’s to hoping... 


I scramble down to where Zoe and I were, realizing quickly 
that it too is awash with sea and rainwater. Even if I could 
find my earpiece, it’d be useless. 


On the plus side, I get my wish. Staying here with Zoe... 
Nothing else for it now, we’re stuck here. 


Huffing it back to the house, looking up, I can see nothing 
but black in the sky coming from the opposite direction. 


I hope Zoe’s still got that shower running. Parker Global 
can send me the bill for housekeeping. 


Muddy carpet’s the last thing on my mind as I close the 
door behind me, feeling better straight away as I hear the 
water still running from down the hall. 


The linen closet in the hall is fully stocked, and I’m 
impressed. Parker Global really has made this look like a 
home for prospective buyers, which suits me just fine right 
about now. 


Armed with two fluffy white robes and an armful of equally 
fluffy towels, I make my way into the bathroom. 


“Room for one more?” I ask, hearing my teeth chattering as 
I peel the saturated clothes from my body. 


“Zoe?” I ask again, I can see her shape in the steam but 
she’s not saying anything. 

“Uhhh... I’ll be done in a minute.” She says, sounding 
nervous. 


There’s no screen on the shower, but I move close enough 
to see her, she’s trying to cover herself as she turns away 
from me. 


“Zoe? What’s the matter, what’s gotten into you? Is it the 
storm? We’re totally safe in here.” 


“T just don’t want you to see me in here... that’s all” she 
says, sounding upset suddenly. 


“Zoe?” I hear myself in a commanding tone. “I’m coming in 
there. I’m freezing. I don’t care if I see you naked.” 


“Well I do!” She calls back, with anger in her voice. 


I breathe out through my nose, my mouth all bunched up 
from frustration. 


What did I do? What didn’t I do? 


My history with women is not a recent or lengthy one, but I 
know people. Something’s bugging Zoe. Something’s set 
her off and put her on the defense. 


“T'm really cold, Zoe...” I remind her. 
Silence. 


“T have towels and robes. They have robes here, how cool is 
that?” 


Her hand shoots out of the steam, making a grabbing 
motion. 


“Robe me. Towel me,” she orders me, and I pass her a towel 
turning around to make sure she has plenty of privacy, 
yearning for that steaming hot shower by now, but I’d much 
prefer her in it with me. 


After a moment, I feel the heat of her hand on my shoulder 
and I spin around, willing her to come to me, wanting to 
hold her so bad. 


“What is it, Zoe? Talk to me, please?” 


Her eyes go from mine, then travel up and down my naked 
body. It’s steamy as hell in the small bathroom, but at close 
range I can see her and she can see me. 


All of me. 


“This!” she says, her lower lip trembling. “Look at you, 
Michael, you’re fucking perfect. And I’m just a freakin’ blob. 
I saw myself just now. I’ve never seen myself naked okay! 
Not like that anyway. Jesus!” 


She wants to bustle past me, but I catch her, smiling. 


“Now, you listen up, Zoe. I thought we’d covered this on 
that damned yacht.” 


She half struggles to escape me, but I can see her eyes 
flash as I hold her, my arms brushing her breasts under her 
robe, her nipples like bullets in a second. 


“T want you Zoe... not what you look like, which by the way, 
drives me crazy in case you haven't noticed.” I tell her with 
all honesty. 


It is true, she drives me wild. 


“As for me? I’m cold. And I want to get in the shower with 
my woman now, that’s you. So c’mon, please?” I beg her, 
only wanting to hold her even closer now, show her how 
much she means to me. How beautiful she is. 


Zoe takes a deep breath in and a step back, letting her robe 
fall from her shoulders, then she lets the towel she has 
underneath drop too, and I watch her eyes come up to meet 
mine. Hungrier then ever for her. 


“You’re perfect, Zoe, and I love you. Don’t ever think 
anything less for a minute. Y’hear me?” I ask her, then tilt 
my head in question. She’s starting to laugh. 


“What?” I ask her, and then it registers, my dick’s bobbing 
out in front again, like a lonely monster waking up, seeking 
its mate. It’s driven to attention by the sight of her, which 
should be proof enough. 


“See? See what you do to me, now get in here will ya, I’m 
freezing.” 


She squeals as I pull her towards me, her hot body and 
those stiff nipples touching my freezing body. The water 
feels like frozen ice at first, sharp and jagged. But with Zoe 


pressed right up against me, it doesn’t take long before I’m 
all warmed up again. 


I know that I’m home. 
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I don’t know how he does it, but the man’s a magician. Is it 
his words, is it his stunning body? Maybe. Or is it his eyes 
and that warm, gentle touch from his huge hands? 


Either way, I’ve forgotten about my own insecurities in 
seconds as soon as he pulls me close to him, the hot water, 
just right now, running over both of us, like a shared 
current through the valley of the landscape of both our 
bodies. 


Michael just holds me as I feel his own body go from a 
shiver to his usual beefcake, medium rare feeling. He moves 
my hair for me, letting the water run through it and down 
my back, asking if he can shampoo it sometime. 


I nod absently, telling him I only wash my hair a few times a 
week but feel like seeing myself in the mirror has opened 
up an old wound. A memory I pushed so far down I told 
myself I’ve forgotten it. 


“What is it Zoe, is it something I did? Tell me so I know 
what’s wrong, baby?” 


“In college...” I hear myself, as if my voice is coming from 
far away. 


“There was a jock, a whole bunch of ‘em...” I continue. 
“There usually is,” Michael agrees. 


“They all asked me for tutoring at one point, I was good 
with numbers and they needed help with their midterms to 
keep their scholarships... They were all so handsome, so 
friendly... like you” 


Michael lifts my face up again, kissing my nose. 


“What’d they do?” he asks, his voice getting a little darker 
as his brow creases. 


“There was this party... lots of beer and lots of girls. Pretty 
girls, like... y'know... cheerleader types.” 


I hear him growling again, but it’s not his sexy growl. He’s 
mad. As mad at my own past as I am and I haven’t even told 
him what happened yet. 


“Well, long story short,” I continue, “I don’t drink, and these 
girls, they set me up, putting straight ethanol from the 
chem lab one of them had made up. In my juice, it didn’t 
taste like much but boy, was I in a bad way in no time.” 


“What happened,” Michael asks again an urgent edge in his 
voice, like he wants to stop it all before it happens. 


“T got sick, really sick. And those cheerleaders? They 
‘helped’ me into the shower... When I came to, there was 
everyone at the party, pointing and laughing at the fat geek, 
passed out naked in the shower... they even took pictures... 
I’ve never been so... It was... I...” 


I want to cry, but only a dry croak comes out as I relive the 
whole thing in my mind. Michael holds me tighter than ever 


and I can feel his whole body tensing under me. Not from 
me clutching him, but from my memory, my story upsetting 
me so much. Upsetting him too, I can tell. 


“Thanks for telling me,” he finally says, relaxing some more 
and holding my face in his hands again. 


“T can’t change the past, but I can make the future. For us. 
It'll be better from now on Zoe, you'll see. You need never 
worry about anything like that, not ever, alright? I love you 
and I want you now, more than ever. You belong to me now, 
and nothing, nobody will ever hurt or upset you ever 
again.” 


There’s something in the way he says it, I just know he’s 
right. I know it’s true. I don’t know how, or even why, but I 
suddenly feel something lifting from me. The memory of 
those people, all those years ago, the humiliation, the fact I 
never finished college because of it, none of it suddenly 
matters. 


What matters is Michael and me. Right now. 
The here and now. 


“T’m not those people Zoe, and neither is most of the world. 
Sometimes you gotta trust people. Not everyone all the 
time, but for me, for us, can you trust me?” he asks me, and 
I don’t even have to think about it. 


I stand on tippy toes, straining to reach his mouth on my 
own, but feel the welcoming relief of his lips on mine as he 
bends down some, lifting me higher with one arm around 
the small of my back, as if I’m lighter than air. 


I start to shake all over again at his touch, his body, like his 
thick cock are getting hard all over again, and I could run 
my own shower from the wetness streaming out of me. 


Using both his hands, he lifts me right up, making me 
squeal again, and I hook my arms around his neck, resting 
them on his huge shoulders as he supports me with his 
strength. 


He gently lowers me onto him, my whole body aching for 
him, thrusting down onto him and closer to him as his 
hands hold me by my rear, lifting and squeezing me. 
Pumping me up and down onto him in time with the 
opening and closing of my pussy lips. 


Each stroke hits my magic spot and within a few minutes, 
I’m nearly hyperventilating as I start to shout his name 
again, faster and faster as he pumps into me harder and 
harder until his animal cry shakes my whole body as his 
legs shake, his powerful climax quaking deep inside me as I 
saturate him with my own. 


Our chests heave in unison and I’m again amazed at his 
physical strength. All those muscles aren’t just for show, 
and he uses his whole body to support me as well as 
pleasure me, for the third time in as many hours. He 
catches me doing the math in my mind, wondering if he’d 
be capable of performing like this, twenty four seven. 


“At my age, maybe not on the hour, every hour,” he says, 
laughing, reading my mind and we both have to laugh. 


“How do you do that?” I ask him, “read my mind like that?” 


“T dunno, I just know what you’re thinking sometimes, not 
all the time...that would be scary. But sometimes, I can just 
figure what you’re thinking by looking at you.” 


“What am I thinking now?” I ask him, a devilish grin playing 
on my lips as he finally lets me down, my legs wobbling as 
much as my insides. 


“Oh no you don’t! I’m not even going to go there, let’s get 
cleaned up and dry off. I’ll be a prune if we stay in here 
much longer, alright?” 


“Sure,” I tell him, savoring another kiss from him as we 
clean ourselves off with some of the incredible soap they 
have in the bathrooms. 


“This soap!” I exclaim. He shrugs, looking at me quizzically. 
“Yeah? It’s soapy isn’t it?” 


But I’m beginning to wonder. 
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Hunting through the house as Zoe does whatever women 
do to take so long in the bathroom, I discover a lot more by 
simply leafing through one of the brochures. In moments, 
I’ve located the generator in the basement and with the 
push of a button we have light, heating and more. 


The baskets Shawn stocked the speedboat with have the 
usual stuff I’d expect from a Parker cruise, loads of stuff I 
don’t eat and champagne, which I detest. But basket 
number two holds something more promising. 


A change of clothes for me, and a freshly pressed waitress’ 
uniform. 


Shawn you dog. Am I that transparent? I owe you, buddy. 


The food’s not all bad, and I find some lobster tails, cheeses 
and a rye loaf. Plenty of something that’s a whole lot better 
than nothing. 


By the time Zoe’s come out, looking better than ever. I’ve 
set the table as best I can, found some candles and have the 


place looking a lot like home in no time. 


Noticing the fading light and the weather, which is still 
rotten, Zoe gives me a furtive sidelong glance. 


“Shouldn’t we be thinking about trying to head back to the 
yacht?” she asks, and it’s a good question. 


One I wish I had a good answer for. 


I make a face instead, taking a seat opposite Zoe, who looks 
worried. 


“Tell me we’re going back to the yacht... that we can get out 
of here once the storm dies down?” 


“There’s rye, and some sort of cheese, crackers too.” I 
begin, trying to shift her attention, but it’s not working. 


“We’re stuck here. At least ‘til tomorrow, or when the storm 
front passes, whichever comes first.” I level with her, 
remembering I only recently asked her to trust me and also 
pledged to be straight up with her. 


My calm tone and insistence she try the cheese seems to 
wash with her. 


“I trust you Michael, if you say tomorrow, then I guess we'll 
have to rough it out here tonight.” she adds with a grin, 
eyeing everything I’ve laid out. 


“Pm starving you know I might’ve skipped breakfast. 
Definitely missed lunch... probably explains a lot.” She tells 
me, and I chide her softly for not eating. 


“You gotta eat, Zoe. I don’t want you getting sick or fading 
away on me from not getting proper nutrition.” 


But it only makes her laugh. 


“TIl eat plenty, don’t worry about that. Plus now, I have a 
new exercise machine.” 


“Oh?” I ask, wondering what on earth she means until I get 
it. 
“Oh...” I say in a deeper tone. 


“Yep. He’s named Michael, and I could just ride him all day, 
that’ll be plenty of exercise.” 


“Come on now,” I warn her, “ You’ll give me a complex. I am 
an older man, y’know. I have to be careful.” 


She studies me for a second, “How old are you, if you don’t 
mind me asking?” she asks, and I do mind. It’s not 
something I like to talk about, especially with twenty 
something’s I’ve just spent the afternoon drilling. Not that 
that ever happens. 


“I’m forty.” I tell her, screwing my face up and poking out 
my tongue, dreading the moment she tells me she’s so 
much younger. 


“I'm twenty-one.” She says casually and that’s the end of 
that. I don’t think age has anything to do with love, 
attraction or anything else, and I think, I hope Zoe feels the 
same way. 


The thunder I thought had gone suddenly reappears, 
making us both jump with a start and the whole house 
shakes again, the windows flashing white with lightning. 


“All this...” I tell her, my mouth full of lobster tail and crusty 
bread, “I could’ve done something similar, y’know. Got it all 
from the wild. I could sustain us out here, in the 
wilderness.” 


She looks like she’s trying not to laugh and I do my best 
deadpan for a few more seconds, before we both end up 


laughing. It’s probably not completely true. But hey, I think 
we’re doing alright so far. 


“You okay?” I ask her, wanting to make sure, needing her 
approval of the situation, “It’s been a big day is all, for both 
of us...” 


She gets up, coming over to my side of the table and I shift 
back so she can sit on my lap. She wraps her arms around 
my neck, kissing lobster and more from my mouth. 


“Tm fine, thank you for asking,” she tells me, and I can see 
the glow she has about her now. She’s the same Zoe I fell in 
love with the minute I saw her, but now there’s something 
definitely different about her. 


She’s been claimed, made a woman. 


She’s mine and I suddenly feel like the luckiest guy on 
earth. 


“T could try... really should try my cell again. I couldn’t geta 
signal before.” I offer, trying to sound like a thinking man 
who can rescue as well as provide for us. 


“Already checked,” Zoe chimes mechanically, helping 
herself to more food which makes me feel like eating her all 
over again for some strange reason. 


“My cell’s got a charge, but you’re right... no signal out 
here, maybe it’s that weird storm too?” 


“Maybe,” I say quietly, tracing my hand over her robe, 
finding the gap that leads to her skin underneath and 
making her jump when I touch her. 


“So...” she begins, tactfully lifting my hand back where she 
can see it and closing her robe, for now I tell myself. 


“T want to know all about Michael,” she says dramatically, 
and despite myself I feel a pang of nerves. Almost guilt. 


Am I ashamed of being me? No. I just don’t like to talk 
about myself much, never had to. But for Zoe’s sake and to 
get to know each other better I know we have to do just 
that 


“Well, I guess I do owe you one for sharing your story 
earlier,” I tell her, not really knowing where to start. My 
life’s not that interesting. 


Not really. 


“I was raised in several foster homes from birth. I never 
found out who my biological parents were...” 


I wait for the standard, ‘I’m so sorry speech’ most folks like 
to give, but Zoe’s different, like I knew she would be. 


“I got a scholarship to college, like you I picked finance... 
but sucked at it, then caught a few lucky breaks and here I 


n 


am. 
Zoe rolls her eyes and punches my chest lightly. 


“Well, Mr. Boring... thanks for that, maybe sometime you 
can fill in on some of the blanks,” she says, her eyes 
searching mine, but she lets it go for now. 


“How about your blanks? I’d like to know some more about 
you but it’s okay if you don’t want to either,” I ask, trying to 
steer the conversation away from me and back to her. She’s 
way more interesting to me than myself, that’s for sure. 


She gets up and starts to clear stuff away, making me think 
I’ve hit a nerve, maybe I should’ve told her some more 
about me. 


Maybe she likes to clean up? 


“My story from before? College... that was pretty much my 
life outside of home and study. I read, I watch old movies... I 
moved out from living with my dad just this year. My mom 
was never in the picture, so dad raised me solo. I already 
told you about his financial thing. That changed our life, big 
time, but we managed... I help him out where I can but he 
wants me to make a go of things on my own, not for his 
sake, but for me. Doesn’t want me spending my life 
worrying about him.” 


She looks thoughtful for a moment, then shrugs. “Maybe. 
Like yourself, I’m not very exciting either. Maybe people 
aren’t very exciting.” 


I know she doesn’t mean that in a negative way, at least, I 
hope not. But she’s right. 


“You’re right,” I tell her. “Most people only do what they 
have to just to get by. Excitement isn’t something most 
people can afford, or even want when they get it. 
Sometimes exciting isn’t what we think it’s going to be.” 


“Like going on a Parker Investment cruise.” She quips. 


“Exactly!” I call out loud, slapping my thigh and laugh like I 
haven’t laughed in ages. 


“I think I definitely fit into the unexciting category of 
people, even though I don’t have to worry about much.” I 
tell her. 


“Except meeting you Zoe, that’s been exciting.” I add, really 
meaning it. 


“Today’s been exciting,” she admits, and I should hope so 
to. 


“Tt has, and I’m glad you came... no pun intended.” 


“You came too, remember!” she squeals and we can both 
laugh again. Our laughter echoing up the stone staircase 
until it's drowned out by fresh and menacing peals of 
thunder again. 


“Is this storm ever gonna let up?” she asks me and I only 
raise my brows, thinking that if I had enough food and 
water, plus this place I would gladly stay here forever, with 
her. 


Just Zoe and me. 


Forever. 
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I’ve lost my virginity, hooked up with the man of my dreams, 
eaten lobster for the first time ever, which I don’t mention 
because I don’t want to look weird, but there’s something 
missing. I sit there, listening to the storm outside, with 
Michael and I just looking at each other occasionally, 
glancing around trying to figure out what’s different. 


“Pm not freaking out about stuff like I normally would,” I 
realize aloud. Michael looks over to me and smiles, satisfied. 


“Good. And neither should you, remember what I said, 
you've got no worries now, trust me.” 


I do think about my dad, about Ranka and the agency, but I 
feel the space where my routine worry would sneak in 
empty. That habit I have where I occupy my mind worrying 
about everything and nothing all at the same time. 


But just now, being with Michael, I notice how un-worried I 
am. I feel content for the first time ever, even though I have 
absolutely no idea what I’m going to do or what tomorrow 
will bring. 


“Shall we try and fire up this TV?” he asks and I frown, not 
wanting to spend our first date watching TV. 


“Ts this a date?” I ask him, I have to know, and save me from 
worrying about it later. 


“T guess... Should we not watch TV then?” he asks, looking 
like he’s unsure of what to do next. “I don’t really ever 
watch it to be honest.” 


Sex is great, it really is, but I feel fine on that point for now 
too. I don’t want to overdo something I’ve just discovered 
and I hope Michael feels that too, and doesn’t think I’m 
being a prude or something. 


At least not until the morning... or maybe a midnight 
snack... for now, I’m well satisfied in that department. 
Thoroughly satisfied. 


“Tve got some old movies stored on my phone... maybe we 
could sync it with the TV?” I say. 


He doesn’t look over the moon at the prospect, but what 
else is there to do in a big house in the middle of a storm? A 
huge part of me just wants to go to sleep, but it must be like 
seven o'clock or something. Most people don’t go to bed 
early, I imagine. 


Not people like Michael anyway. 


“I think we can do whatever you want.” he announces, 
sauntering over to the huge screen TV in the lounge area. It 
switches on, but as Michael observes, there’s no satellite 
connection. 


“Must be the storm, you should be able to... Ah! There you 
go, you got it.” 


I sync my phone, and feeling a lot like a boring old lady, I 
pick one of my favorite old movies, a Hitchcock thriller and 


cringe internally while it loads up, hoping Michael won’t 
think I’m too weird. 


“I love the old black and whites,” he announces, settling 
down onto the couch after finding a blanket beside it. He 
pats the space next to him and I curl up into him like a cat. 


“You want anything,” he asks, “There’s some soda, crackers 
in that basket still.” I shake my head, but thank him for 
asking by pecking his cheek and sighing with sheer bliss as 
I feel his huge arm go around me while I burrow some more 
into his side and rest my head on his chest. 


As the movie starts, I catch myself looking up at Michael 
and every time I do, I catch him looking down at me. He’s 
stroking my hair, just how I like it and I know he’s watching 
me more than the movie. 


“Are you gonna even watch the movie?” I whisper after a 
while. 


“Pm watching you watching the movie,” he whispers back, 
shushing me gently and I squeeze him again, running my 
hand over his abs under his robe, the blanket plus his own 
heat keeping both of us perfectly warm. 


I don’t make it past the first ten minutes though, my eyes 
get heavier and heavier. Michael’s slow and steady, 
rhythmic breathing, plus his warmth and his scent have me 
out like a light. 


I have a half-waking memory of him picking me up gently 
and carrying me up some stairs. I open my eyes briefly, 
there’s a four poster bed and lots of soft light. It’s so warm 
and fresh smelling. 


I clutch at Michael’s robe as he lays me into the bed, about 
to pull the covers over me. 


“T’ll be right here next to you, Zoe. Sleep tight,” he 
whispers, and my final thought is a blissful one as his lips 
gently touch mine giving me a reverse snow-white and 
sending me straight back to sleep again. 


It could have been a dream, part of the intense dream 
sequence I had all night about Michael, but no. I wake up in 
the bed he so tenderly put me in, and rubbing my eyes I 
turn to see the space where he’s slept. It’s still warm and I 
shift over to get some more of him on me before I decide if 
I’m really awake or still dreaming. 


The smell of coffee brewing and something cooking catches 
my sense too. On top of his soapy, woodsman smell, the 
aroma of hot coffee and something like bacon draws a moan 
of pleasure from my lips. I squeeze my legs together and 
shudder again at the memory of him down there, and 
stretching myself out I feel like I can’t wait to get out of bed 
for once. 


Normally, I hate getting up. I sleep badly and always dread 
the moment I run out of snooze options. But today, from 
now on, I know waking up is going to be a pleasure, every 
day. 


With Michael. 


I discover the upstairs bathroom, which is as big as my 
whole apartment, then drawn downstairs by the smells and 
sounds of the TV, I notice the rays of brilliant light 
streaming through the high arched windows. 


“Morning!” Michael beams, “I was gonna take you up a tray 
for breakfast.” 


He drops what he’s doing at the stovetop and herds me 
over to the couch, propping me up with pillows and 
wrapping my legs in the same blanket from last night which 
still smells of him. 


“You sit right there and I’ll get your breakfast. I found a 
whole bunch of stuff tucked away in that basket, plus they 
have appliances here too, it’s great! We should move in!” 


He chirps as he heads back to the kitchen, whistling to 
himself after pecking me on the lips again. 


It’s early, but I feel well rested. Despite the sunshine, I’m 
sure I can still hear thunder somewhere, but as the sound 
gets louder, I know it’s something else. 


It coincides with a breaking news story on the TV, which 
works now. I’m guessing the storm’s passed and the 
satellite’s working again. 


Michael’s coming back in with a tray, the smell of hot coffee 
taking a back seat from what I’m seeing on the TV. 


He stops right next to me, his shoulders sagging as he 
watches what I watch. 


The speedboat we got to the island on, bobbing upside- 
down in the ocean. Distant shots of the island and a huge 
black helicopter heading towards it. 


“Ah Christ...” Michael groans as he hears the broadcast, his 
head tilting as he hears the thump of the helicopter over 
the island outside. 


“And in breaking news... reclusive Billionaire Michael 
Parker, head of Parker Global is feared missing after his 
small pleasure craft was spotted by U.S Navy coast guards 
this morning... the secretive property and finance magnate 
was rumored to be onboard a pleasure cruise on his private 


yacht when bad weather forced it to turn back... there’s no 
comment from Parker Global at this stage, with a no-fly 
zone around the island hampering search and rescue 
efforts... Mr. Parker’s private helicopter was seen 
approaching the island just moments ago...” 


I feel a lump in my throat, and a little stab in my chest as I 
hear it, but I kind of half-knew already. 


“When were you gonna tell me?” I ask, my voice cracking 
with emotion, suddenly not feeling like breakfast after all. 


I love Michael no matter what, but he might have said 
something sooner. 


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN 


M ichael 


I set the tray down on the coffee table, and shut the TV’s 
sound off, I take Zoe’s hand in mine. I can see she’s hurt, 
and I don’t blame her. 


“Can I explain?” I ask her, grateful for that much when she 
nods slowly. 


She looks numb and I can see tears building in her eyes. 
But I need to tell her so many things, a day and a night, on 
top of how I already feel about her will never be enough. 


I’m gonna need a lifetime to tell her everything. 


“I’m Michael Parker, Zoe. I should’ve told you sooner but I 
really didn’t think it mattered. I mean, I was going to tell 
you, and soon. I just wanted... I just wanted-” 


“You just wanted what? To have your way with me first? 
Another notch on your belt of rich guy conquests?” she says 
harshly, sounding more than hurt now. 


“No!” I tell her loudly, speaking over her and taking her 
other hand into mine, holding both of them to my heart. 


“T just wanted one day, just one, as a regular guy. A regular 
flesh and blood guy, no corporate takeovers, no meetings. 
No bullshit. I just wanted to be that guy who got in his 
truck, found his girl and claimed her as his own... Not a 
conquest Zoe... a love story. Something I’d be proud to tell 
my kids one day...” 


She looks away, wiping a tear and I can’t tell if she’s mad or 
happy. 


“If I’d stopped you in the street, told you who I was and 
what I wanted... I couldn’t risk not having you come along. I 
had to make it look natural, it is natural... I just wanted to 
be Michael for once, not fucking Parker... god! I’m so sick of 
that name. It’s the hardest thing in the world to be the 
source of everyone’s envy, when you have everything they 
think they want, but you feel like the loneliest guy in the 
world.” 


She looks back at me, her eyes are clear again, but 
narrowed. 


“T did feel lonely Zoe, I felt incomplete. And then I saw you, 
and I knew my life really was perfect, I just had to get you 
into it, into my life... for good.” 


I feel a wave of relief as I feel her squeezing my hands back. 
Then she lets out a little cry-laugh of disbelief. 


“T was gonna tell you. Zoe, I swear... I’m telling you now, 
and not just because of this,” I tell her, waving a hand at the 
TV and the sound from above. 


“T want you, Zoe. Yesterday, last night... today and forever. I 
meant it when I said you’re mine and I don’t want you 
thinking, not even for one second that I’d ever lie to you 
about anything.” 


I have to kiss her now. I lean in and I’m so glad when she 
kisses me back. I know I should’ve told her sooner, but what 
would I say? And why should it matter who I am? All that 
matters to me is I have Zoe, that she’s mine. 


“If you’d stopped me in the street, even if you were totally 
broke... I’d go anywhere with you Michael Parker, 
anywhere in a heartbeat.” 


I kiss her again, and then again, but I can feel her attention 
elsewhere. Opening my eyes, I can see her eyeballing the 
coffee. 


“What matters more right now, is coffee,” she tells me, 
matter of fact and I reach over for it laughing quietly to 
myself. 


“If you’re going to be with me, Mr. Parker, you’ll need to 
understand that Zoe is rubbish in the mornings without her 
coffee... Now, tell me again how much you love me so I can 
think about whether to stay mad at you or not.” 


I want to laugh, but IIl take every chance I can to tell her 
how special she is, just how much she means to me. 


The sound of the helicopter’s getting closer and I know that 
sooner rather than later is a good time to get all this behind 
us. I had my night alone with Zoe, I claimed her and made 
her mine. Now I have to keep her. And the first step 
towards that is getting off this island, which will be 
swarming with media choppers within the hour. 


n 


“As soon as we’re home, Zoe...” caution her. “I’ll do more 
than just tell you how much I love you. I’ll show you and 
then you can tell me if you think I mean it, deal?” 


She gulps her coffee hard, her eyes wide as she scalds 
herself, “Deal!” she exclaims loudly. 


“Hey, where are you going?” she asks me as I get up, 
heading for the door, to those baskets with our clothes in 
them. 


“You can keep your robe on if you want, but I have to go 
hail our ride home. But finish your coffee first, we can have 
breakfast on the way...” I call over to her as I dress, and I 
mean it. 


I’m in no real hurry. I could stay here for a thousand years, 
but now the world knows, or thinks it knows where Michael 
Parker is or might have met his demise... it’ll be a gun fight 
to get the story of the century. I hope to get us out of here 
unseen before any of that happens. 


The sunlight is so bright off the sand I have to cover my 
eyes. I hear the helicopter, which sounds more like a jumbo 
jet flying so low, as it makes another pass around this side of 
the island. 


I can make out Scotty, my pilot. I give him a casual wave 
and the thumbs up. I can’t see his eyes through his visor, 
but he dips the bird towards me in greeting. I can feel his 
relief at having found me, although I can’t exactly share the 
feeling. 


I know where I'd rather be. 


Ah well, Michael Parker, get your Parker face back on and 
go deal with it... go finish it. 


The chopper finds a good spot, right on the edge of the 
manicured lawn, and as it whines down the side door opens, 
Shawn’s rushing towards me, he looks like hell and I tell 
him so. 


“We thought... I’m sorry, Sir, we had to leave yesterday... 
the storm... the passengers... It was a category three 
warning and when we saw your speedboat...” he’s trying to 


get a year’s worth out in two sentences, but it’s alright. 
He’s done me a Solid without even knowing it. 


“Its all good Shawn, just give me a minute to get some 
things.” 


“We can grab anything you need, Mr. Parker, if you’d like to 
step this way.” he says, eager to get me on board and off the 
island, but my hand’s up, silencing him in a friendly way. 


“TIl be along in a minute, Shawn.” I tell him, “And thanks for 
the clothes... how did you know?” I ask him, I just have to 
know, was it so obvious, about me and Zoe? 


“Oh, I could just tell Sir, I could just tell...” 
And I’m glad he could. 


CHAPTER NINETEEN 


Pu 


Adding helicopter ride to my list in a twenty four hour 
period, Michael gently reminds me through the headset 
when we’re on board that we can ditch the helicopter if I 
want once we're on dry land. 


“We can ditch everything if you want. I’m done. Happy to 
find our own island somewhere just the two of us.” 


I think he’s joking for a second, maybe just being romantic, 
but there’s something in his eyes that tells me he’s deadly 
serious. 


I squeeze his hand, and kissing it I tell him not to make any 
rash decisions. 


“I don’t know where home is for you, but I’ve got a worried 
dad and a cranky boss to contend with, I’ll bet.” I tell him. 


I can’t help it, but the worry’s creeping back in and the 
higher in the air we get, the closer to land we fly, our little 
island paradise seems to get further and further away with 
each second, threatening to become a blurred memory. 


But Michael’s not going to let that happen, I can see that 
too. 


“Td like to meet your dad, Zoe,” he says thoughtfully, “I 
think he and I have something to square up, right before he 
helps me do a little housekeeping of my own, if he’s up for 
it.” 


I’m not sure what he means, but I feel a spasm of fear at the 
thought of my dad coming face to face with the head of 
Parker Global, the very institution that ruined him, in his 
mind. 


I gulp down one fear and take a shaky breath in as I feel the 
next one rising. 


My boss, Ranka. 


Even without Michael, before anything else happened, I’d 
already decided to quit waitressing. I’m sick of doing what 
feels bad all the time, life’s about living and I intend to start 
living, doing only what feels good from now on. 


As if reading my mind again, Michael hands me my cell and 
a cable jacked into the console, so I can recharge it. 


“Call whoever you have to, Zoe. But I’d like to keep you for 
the rest of today though, if that’s alright.” 


I smile nervously, really feeling I need to see my dad. A 
phone call about what’s happened won’t cut it, not with him 


Especially not with... oh god... what am I going to do? 


Wishing I’d maybe stayed in my snuggly robe, I imagine I 
could have got Michael to drop me off on the roof of my 
apartment building, that way I can just pull the shutters 
down, go back to bed and hopefully wake up with him next 
to me, without anything else I have to deal with. 


But Michael’s still holding my hand, giving me an intense 
look as I wind myself up internally with a whole bunch of 
what if’s. 


“It'll be alright, Zoe. I know it will. Call your dad and see if 
he’s home. Id like to stop by there as soon as we can, and 
don’t worry about your boss. I can take care of that one if 
you don’t want to make the call.” 


I feel a weight lifted off my shoulders at that, but the panic’s 
rising now about Michael meeting my dad. 


“Maybe we can see dad some other time?” I suggest. But 
Michael’s face is set, he’s determined. 


“I have something I need to ask him anyway, hey? 
Remember when I said to trust me?” He asks and I nod 
without having to think. 


“T trust you,” I tell him, and he leans in to kiss me, bumping 
our mouthpiece microphones as he does. 


“Then call your dad, he’ll be worried. I have some calls to 
make too.” 


I start to see a side of Michael that’s the same for him 
seeing me as a waitress, I guess. He’s sliding into business 
mode, calling people, fielding questions, giving orders. 


He’s nice about it though, but definitely has an aura of 
confidence, of conviction about him that I can tell everyone 
who works for him respects. 


When he asks people to do stuff, they agree, they really 
want to help him. It’s totally different to what I’m used to 
seeing in my world, where people talk down at you, barking 
orders and giving you next to nothing in return. 


With Michael, everyone’s got his back, that’s the feeling I 
get. 


I’ve got his front though... remember that people. His front 
belongs to me now. 


The sea becomes the city below us again, and from the 
private cabin on board I look down, thinking about so many 
things, wondering if it’s all so simple. If everything really 
will work out just fine. 


After procrastinating as long as I can, and getting a few 
suggestive glances from Michael, I call my dad. 


And just like I knew it, he’s worried sick. Ranka called, 
telling him I never checked back in from a job on the boat. 
Dad being dad put two and two together once he saw the 
news, but can’t believe it. 


Doesn’t want to believe it. 


“Just tell me you’re safe honey. That’s all that matters... and 
come home, please. Come home for good. I don’t like this, 
you being out there in the world... especially working for 
those assholes. I know you need money honey, but 
seriously... Parker Global? What were you thinking?” 


On and on he goes. It’s like a broken record with him as 
soon as the ‘P’ word comes up, he’s off and I have to make 
excuses to get off the phone. I’ve let him know I’m safe, but 
I feel different about things now, about everything. My life’s 
changed overnight and even though some might say I only 
have a billionaire on my arm to back that claim up, I do feel 
different. I’m a woman now, and Michael’s my man. 


“Zoe? Please. Can you stop worrying... you’re making my 
head ache,” Michal smiles at me as he packs away his 
laptop, checking his watch. 


I crack a smile and feel like one look from him can make all 
my problems go away. 


He hits a button on the side of his headset, and I can hear 
his conversation with the pilot. 


“How high does this thing go, Scotty... get a mile up?” 
“Oh, yes sir! And more, up to twenty five thousand feet.” 


“Then take us home on the scenic route, will ya? I’ll let you 
know when we’re good to come down.” 


He takes off his headset and raises his brows, but I don’t 
get it. 


He leans in close, and whispers in my ear, something so 
filthy and exciting that I feel myself flush, right from my 
face all the way down to my toes. 


Michael checks his watch again, “We’ve got all the time in 
the world now...how about it?” 


And I grin. I grin with the knowledge that this is my new 
normal, that life can only get better by spending each hour 
with Michael, just the two of us. 


I feel the helicopter climbing as he pulls off my blouse, my 
hands tugging at his pants, a false sense of urgency now, 
but something that I know is now a staple in my life. The 
only thing I need apart from air. 


Michael Parker. 
Mile high or on the beach, Ill take him any way I can. 


Directly and preferably in a constant supply. 


CHAPTER TWENTY 


LATER THAT DAY 


M ichael 


Zoe’s dad, Colin. He’s not a bad guy, I’m the bad guy. In his 
eyes Iam anyway. And anyone who works for me. All bad. 


We’ve gone back to my townhouse, freshened up and each 
grabbed a change of clothes, Zoe’s from the boutique on 
the first floor. 


I want to meet the man who Parker Global wronged, but 
more importantly, I want to set things right. Not just for 
Zoe, or for Colin, but for everyone who lost out in dealing 
with the one thing I used to be almost proud of, until I 
heard his story. 


Until he helps me uncover a whole bunch like them. 


But I’m also meeting him to ask him something. It’s 
tradition after all, isn’t it? 


I feel my heart break, seeing where Zoe was brought up, 
seeing how her dad lives. I’ve seen Zoe’s place too, from the 
outside. It’s not much better. But it’s not the building that 
makes a person, it’s the person inside that counts. 


“Jesus Zoe! Why would you bring him here?” He turns to 
me, menacingly tall for his size, but I’m bigger. And I’m not 
as upset as he is. 


“Colin? Michael Parker.” I introduce myself, ignoring his 
hostile attitude, determined to set things straight, once and 
for all. 


He only lets us in, to sit down at the tiny kitchen table for 
Zoe’s sake. She’s red with embarrassment, but I give her 
the look that everything’s fine. I want to do this, and I know 
she does too. 


Colin starts with his rant, but my huge hand goes up again, 
having a surprising effect, same as it always does with most 
people. 


“Colin. Now, Ill stop you just for a moment. I’m here to help 
you recover what you lost through Parker Global, I really 
am but I really also need to-” 


But he’s off again, the mere mention of it, he’s standing up, 
pacing and cursing. His color changes and I start to wonder 
if he isn’t going to make himself sick. 


I crack a smile, looking over to Zoe, waiting for my chance 
to continue, but he just won’t let up. 


“Its criminal! That’s what it is, always the big man who 
squashes the little guy... sure! You got all that money, but 
where’d you get it, huh? From schmucks like me... and you 
didn’t ask either, you just damned well took it!” 


That’s enough. I’ve heard enough, my fist pounding down 
on the tiny table, scattering beer cans and upending the old 
style phone that hangs on the edge. 


My turn. 


I stand up, looming over Colin, who starts to shrink back as 
he registers the look in my eyes. 


“Michael! Daddy!” Zoe calls out, standing up too, but I hold 
her back with my arm out, cricking my neck. 


“Now, Colin...” I growl, struggling to keep my cool, “I just 
told you I’ll square away anything owed to you by my 
company. I’d also like to offer you a job, heading up a new 
branch in my corporate structure, to make sure this kind of 
thing doesn’t happen again. You studied finance, right?” he 
nods, his face going from mad to scared to confused, all in 
one instant. 


“That’s great, but the real reason, the main reason I came 
here today...” I tell him, noticing my continued growl as I 
stand over him, taking Zoe’s hand in mine and bringing her 
up along my side, putting my arm around her. Showing her 
old man that she belongs to me now. 


“The real reason, the most important reason I came here, is 
to ask you for your daughter’s hand. Zoe’s going to be my 
wife, my woman from now on but I want your blessing. I 
want us all to have a fresh start.” 


I feel like I’m asking Zoe, but I mean to be telling her dad. 
But I have to make it clear to Zoe, I’m not just talking for 
the sake of it here. 


“Will you?” I ask her dad, “Give me your blessing.” I 
instruct him now, not really able to get much more in his 
face without pressing him against the wall. 


He gulps down, still wanting to press his point about money, 
I hear Zoe instead. The only answer that really counts 
anyway. 


a Yes.” 


I feel her squeezing my hand, then her other hand tugging 
me to turn and face her. 


“The answer’s always yes, Michael. Anything and anywhere 
with you, as long as it’s you, my answer is always yes!” 


EPILOGUE 


LATER THAT YEAR 


7 ox 


“Honey! Hurry up, you'll be late,” Michael calls out from the 
hall. I can hear the keys jangling in his hand, I can almost 
see him sighing at his watch as he looks at our wedding 
portrait in the hall. Until I came along he was never a 
second late for anything. 


I try to call out in reply, telling him I’m nearly ready, but 
every time I open my mouth the past few mornings, I throw 


up. 
Nerves. 


Part of Michael and dad’s masterplan to correct past 
wrongs within Parker Global includes hiring more women, 
that’s me. 


Big mouth me though, I didn’t just want a company 
appointed position, just because I’m married to the boss 
doesn’t mean I should get special treatment. 


That kinda defeats the purpose of the new message the 
department dad and I are heading up is trying to make. 


So I’m back at college, finishing my degree like everyone 
else does who works at Parker Global. I’m glad I am too, so 
much has changed in the world and in finance, but one 
thing always stays the same. 


My nerves and anxiety at the thought of going back to 
school. 


The horn’s honking in the driveway now, if I don’t hurry 
Michael will be late too. 


And I can’t make the boss late. 


“Nerves again?” he asks, pecking my cheek as I get in the 
truck. 


We got the door fixed, but decided there’s really no need 
for limos everywhere. The truck’s fine, and we live so close 
it almost seems crazy to drive that far, but Michael insists 
on driving me to and from class every day, even when I 
don’t feel like it. 


Especially when I don’t feel like it. 


My first week was a nightmare, not the workload or the 
stress of going back to school, but having a two hundred 
pound guard sitting next to me at every class, eyeballing 
every jock and male professor, anything with testosterone 
really. 


It took a full week before Michael was satisfied I could walk 
the halls without any clear and present danger of a repeat 
of my past. 


Phew. Now I can get on with the real work. 


“T’ll pick you up at three, you’ve got that meeting, 
remember?” 


“T remember,” I chime, holding my cheek out for him to kiss 
and gasping as I feel his hand on my thigh instead, sliding 
all the way up as he kisses my neck, nibbling me while he 
growls. 


“And then there’s a de-briefing at eight... at our place. I'll 
be sure to pick you up for that as well,” he tells me in his 
deepest, sexiest tone. 


“Oh, Prl be there for that,” I assure him. 


“You okay, with the nerves thing? Sure it’s not something 
else? We can swing by the doc on the way home if you 
want.” 


“Maybe we should,” I tell him, “Nerves are one thing, but 
this is ridiculous. lll make an appointment and see you at 
three honey, have a good day.” 


He kisses me again as I get out of the truck, and I lean in 
through the window. 


“And try not to worry about me today, alright?” I ask him, 
and he pretends not to hear, revving the truck before he 
drives off, his eyes on me the whole time in the rear view 
mirror. 


“Well, Zoe... I think we can rule out a whole bunch of 
things. Your tests have all come back and you’re in perfect 
health.” Doc Jones smiles, a little too much maybe. Michael 
shifts in his seat and I can sense him tensing up, but Doc 
Jones attempts to put him, and me out of our curious 
misery. 


“I won’t beat around the bush guys... you’re sick every 
morning not because of nerves, or college or anything 


else...” 


Michael and I look at each other, shaking our heads before 
looking back to the doc. 


“Well?” I ask, almost impatient, “What’s wrong with me?” 


“Tt’s either one of two things,” Doc Jones says thoughtfully, 
tapping his lips with his pen as he leans back in his chair 
and I put my hand on Michael’s thigh to calm him down 
some. 


I can sense how annoyed he’s getting with all this and I’m 
not too far behind. 


“Yep... One of two things...” He continues. “Either a boy or 
a girl, but we haven’t run a test for that.” He says, his eyes 
shining with delight as he breaks the news. 


We both stare at him, dumbstruck, I feel my jaw dropping. 


“You mean...?” Michael finally asks, and Doc Johnson stands 
ups, seeming to only come up to Michael’s waist. 


“Yes sir! You’re going to be a daddy! And Zoe here... well.. 
she has to be the mommy. That’s usually how these things 
work Mr. Parker.” 


“I’m gonna be a daddy.” Michael says absently, staring into 
space, grinning. 


“And I’m gonna throw up,” is all I can manage barely 
getting to the waste paper basket just in time. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


LATER THAT DECADE 


So 


“Mommy! Mommy! Look at what we caught!” 


Eight years ago, I would’ve cringed. I would’ve worried. But 
a lot has changed over the years and when I see the two 
men in my life. Michael and our son Zak, come in through 
the back door, all muddy from the beach and stinking of 
dead fish and the sea, my heart melts. 


“What happened to catch and release?” I ask Michael, who 
shrugs, “He really wanted this one, wanted to bring us 
home dinner.” He says, stroking Zak’s hair with pride, 
pulling him a little closer as he leans down to reach the boy. 


Our boy. 


The house on the island, the whole island actually, that was 
Michael’s wedding present to me, along with a pink form 
fitting swimsuit that without Michael I never would have 
found the courage to wear. And when little Zak arrived, that 
was like a gift from something else, something too special. 


Priceless. 


We used to come out here every weekend, just the two of 
us. I’d stress over term papers due and Michael would tell 
me not to stress, helping me where he could, but I made it. 


I got my degree and then even with little Zak on my hip, I 
finished two more. 


I’m an associate professor now, but I gave up teaching after 
Michael put his foot down. Wanted me at home or at work, 
where he could keep an eye on me, and I’m glad he did. 


I can’t live a day without the pair of them. 
Michael and Zak, my hero and my beautiful baby boy. 


“Well, go get cleaned up, the pair of you. Isn’t Grandpa 
coming for dinner too? I hope this will be enough,” I 
exclaim, also wondering how the hell to filet the ‘whatever 
it is’ kind of fish I’m holding. 


“TIl give you a hand honey, right after we freshen up,” 
Michael assures me, pecking my cheek and squeezing my 
left butt cheek, making me jump. 


“C’mon tiger, let's hit the showers, get all cleaned up ready 
for dinner,” he says and scoops Zak up, who squeals with 
delight, up onto his huge shoulders as he makes a sandy, 
muddy detour through the place, up to the bathroom. 


I feel queasy handling the fish and decide to let Michael do 
it, I’ll tackle the floor mess he’s just made instead. 


I haven’t felt this sick since... No. It couldn’t be... 


I make a mental note to go see Doc Johnson again. With the 
intimate schedule Michael and I have though, it’s long 
overdue. But for tonight, a fish from the beach and dad 
coming over is exciting enough. 


That’s about as stressful as things are now, which is no 
stress. Just how we all like it. 


Dad’s moved up, managing a community hedge fund, 
making sure that retirees funds are where they should be, 
and a hundred percent transparent. 


Who knew. But being honest with money, with other 
people’s money is what Michael tried to do all along, but he 
just had to weed out some of the bad fruit so the tree could 
bloom. 


Us? We're the richest folks I know. Not for the zeroes on the 
end of an account with our names on it, but for the beautiful 
boy named Zak, and the even more beautiful man I can’t 
wait to curl up to every night. 


I leave all the finances to dad now, checking in at a weekly 
meeting online and reading reports. 


My real job, the thing that gets me out of bed every day, and 
right back into it at the end of it, is Michael. 


He’s my rock. He’s my best friend and he’s definitely my 
love. 


My hero, father to our child. My only and my man. 
Daddy. Michael. Mr. Parker. 


Either way I say it, I still feel the same way I did the first 
day we met, and he reminds me of the same feeling too, 
every time we kiss, which is every chance we get. 


My love. My life. 
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